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PREFACE. 


In the CuristrAN Psatmist, compiled twenty- 
five years ago, by the Author of the present 
volume, he became known as a hymn-writer ; 
and, since then, having frequently exercised his 
vein in like manner, a considerable number of 
his gompositions have been republished (with or 
without leave) by editors of similar miscellanies, 
or in authorized hymn-books. Of this he has never 
complained, being rather humbly thankful, that any 
imperfect strains of his should be thus employed 
in giving “ Glory to God in the highest,” promoting 
“ On earth peace,” and diffusing “ Good-will toward 
men.” But of the liberties taken by some of these 
borrowers of his effusions, to modify certain pas- 
sages, according to their peculiar taste and notions, 
he must avail himself of the present opportunity 
to remind them, that if good people (and such he 
verily believes them to be) cannot conscientiously 
adopt his diction and doctrine, it is a little ques- 
tionable in them to impose upon him theirs, which 
he may as honestly hesitate to receive. Yet this is 
the cross, by which every author of a hymn who 
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hopes to be useful in his generation, may expect 
to be tested, at the pleasure of any Christian 
brother, however incompetent or little qualified to 
amend what he may deem amiss in one of the most 
delicate and difficult exercises of a tender heart 
and an enlightened understanding. This indeed is 
“a thorn in the flesh,’ which the sufferer must 
learn to bear with meekness, and, if possible, to 
profit by the humiliation; though a versifier of 
any other class might, perhaps, be forgiven, if he 
indignantly resented it. It has been, on this ac- 

count, that the individual (who now presents him- 
self for judgment at a tribunal from which there 
is no infallible appeal), has emphatically entitled 
his lucubrations, — “ Original Hymns, by J. M.,” 
meaning only thereby, that they are now’ given 
to the world in that form of words, for which 
he can, at present, hold himself responsible; being 
persuaded, that they will be generally accepted 
with the same candor and indulgence with which a 
few of them have been extensively read by private 

persons, and introduced to churches and congre- 
gations by faithful and true ministers of Christ’s 
Gospel. 


Having, on three former occasions, expatiated | 
freely on Hymnology and Sacred Poesy,* I will 


* See Introductory Essays, by James Montgomery, to the 
** Christian Psalmist,” the “ Christian Poet,’ and an edition of 
the “ Olney Hymns.” Published by William Collins, Glasgow. 
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close this egotistical preamble to the most serious 
work of my long life (now passing fourscore years), 
with a brief quotation from what may be esteemed 
a sainted authority on such a subject. Bishop 
Ken, somewhere, says, beautifully, humbly, and 
poetically, — 
“ And should the well-meant song I leave behind, 
With Jesus’ lovers some acceptance find, 


*T will heighten even the joys of heaven to know, 
That in my verse saints sing God’s praise below.” 


And was not this hope prophetic! fulfilling con- 
tinually to this day, nor ever likely to fail while the 
Gospel is preached throughout the whole world in 
the language of Britain! It may even be doubted 
whether there is a stanza of four lines in the com- 
pass of our literature, which has been so often 
remembered, .repeated, and sung, as the doxology, 
appended to each of the good prelate’s inesti- 
mable Zriad of Hymns, for morning, evening, and 
midnight. 


“Praise God, from whom all blessings flow, 
Praise him, all creatures here below; 
Praise him above, ye heavenly host, 
Praise Father, Son, and Holy Ghost.’’ 


And who that has learned this rapturous strain on 
earth, can be presumed to forget it in heaven, if he 
reaches that consummation of glory, and of bliss ? 


JAMES MONTGOMERY. 


THE Mount, SHEFFIELD, 
January 1, 1858. 
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“THRICE HOLY!” —Isaiah vi. 3. 


Hoty, holy, holy Lord, 
God of Hosts! when heaven and earth, 
Out of darkness at thy word, 
Issued into glorious birth, 
All thy works before thee stood, 
And thine eye beheld them good, 
While they sang with sweet accord, 
Holy, holy, holy Lord! 


Holy, holy, holy! Thee, 
One Jehovah evermore, 

Father, Son, and Spirit! we, 
Dust and ashes, would adore ; 
Lightly by the world esteemed, 
From that world by thee redeemed, 
Sing we here with glad accord, 
Holy, holy, holy Lord ! 


Holy, holy, holy! All 
Heaven’s triumphant choirs shall sing, 
When the ransomed nations fall 
At the footstool of their King : 
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Then shall saints and seraphim, 
Hearts and voices swell one hymn, 
Round the throne with full accord, 
Holy, holy, holy Lord ! 


—@—— 


THE CREATION AND DISSOLUTION OF ALL 
THINGS. 


In the beginning, God said “ Be!” 

And all things were, — heaven, earth, and sea: 
God, in the end, once more will say, 

“ Perish !” and all shall pass away. 


But thou, O Lord! for ever art: 
The orb of thine eternity 

Is one great whole, without a part ; 
Past, present, future, meet in thee. 


Convinced of sin, my soul, would bend 
Before thee in the lowest dust ; 

Yet to thy throne by prayer ascend, 
With trembling awe and childlike trust. 


O look in loving-kindness down 
On a frail worm with thee at strife ; 
Eternal death were in thy frown, 
Thy smile will be eternal life ! 


——o—- 
GOD THE CREATOR. 


Praise the high, the holy One ! 
God o’er all, the first, the last: 
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For he spake, and it was done ; 
He commanded, it stood fast. 


At his word, from darkness light, 
Harmony from discord broke ; 

Weakness started into might, 
Beauty out of dust awoke: 


Fire and water, air and earth, 
Heard his voice and hushed their strife : 

Death itself, by wondrous birth, 
Grew the parent of all life. 


Plant and flower, and herb and tree 
Sprang spontaneous from the sod ; 

Sun and moon, and land and sea, 
Day and night, beheld their God. 


Fishes, fowls upon the wing, 
Beasts, and all that creep or fly, 

Every breathing, moving thing, 
Peopled forest, flood, and sky. 


But while all was fair and good, 

All accordant to his will, 
None their Maker understood, 

Mind and thought were wanting still. 
God, his glory to display, 

With his image crowned the whole, 
Breathed his Spirit into clay, 

And made man a living soul. 


Hallelujah, praise the One 
God o’er all, the first, the last: 
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For he spake, and it was done ; 
He commanded, it stood fast. 


—— $s 


THE GLORY OF GOD IN CREATION* 


Tue God of nature and of grace 
In all his works appears ; 

His goodness through the earth we trace, 
His grandeur in the spheres. 


Behold this fair and fertile globe 
By him in wisdom planned ; 

°T was he who girded, like a robe, 
The ocean round the land. 


Lift to the arch of heaven your eye ; 
Thither his path pursue ; 

His glory, boundless as the sky, 
O’erwhelms the wondering view. 


How excellent, O Lord, thy name 
In all creation’s lines ! 

Spread through eternity, thy fame 
With rising lustre shines. 

These lower works that swell thy praise 
High as man’s thoughts can tower, 

Are but a portion, of thy ways, 
The hiding of thy power. 

O shouldst thou rend aside the veil, 
And show thy dwelling-place, 


ee eee 
* The first three stanzas also begin a much superior piece, vol. 
iii. p. 119. 
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The souls which thou hast made would fail 
’T were death to see thy face. 
Can none behold that face and live ? 
Yea, sinners may draw near: 
The Lord is kind, and will forgive, 
His love shall cast out fear. 
Millions amidst his presence stand, 
Who feel, while they adore, 
Fulness of joy at his right hand, 
And pleasures evermore. 


+ 


GOD ALL IN ALL. 


Hatz, all hail, the King of kings! 
On his throne of sovereignty, 

By whose will, whose word, all things 
Are, and were, and yet shall be. 


Hail him, all that move and breathe, 
On his throne of Providence; 

To his family beneath, 
Life and health diffusing thence. 


Hail him on his throne of grace, 
God our Father reconciled, 

Changing, from our fallen race, 
Many a foe into a child. 

Hail him on his throne of light, 
O’er his family above, 

From the beatific sight, 
Sending peace, and joy, and love. 
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Hail, all hail, the King of kings, e 
When on earth he deigns to dwell, 
Heaven into the soul he brings, 
God with us, Immanuel. 


Come, O come! and for thy throne, 
King of kings, each heart prepare ; 
Reign triumphant, reign alone, 
Lord of lords, forever there. 


—~¢—— 


THE GUILT AND FOLLY OF DENYING GOD. 


“ THERE is a God,” all nature cries, 

All knowledge proves “there is a God :” 
“There is no God,” the fool replies, 

Whose heart is duller than the clod. 


The grateful clod, refreshed with rains, 
Pours flowers along its Maker’s path ; 

But the fool’s heart a fool’s remains, 
Untouch’d by love, unmoved by wrath. 


And yet the wretch himself deceives ; 
While fiends believe, and trembling fly, 
He trembles though he disbelieves ; 
And conscience gives his life the lie. 


Can guilt, can madness further go? 
Yes, his who God in works denies ; 

Whose creed saith “ Yes,” whose life says “No:” 
Am I more holy, just, and wise ? 


My soul, sink down in shame and grief; 
So fair without, so foul within ; 
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Thy faith is specious unbelief, 
’ Thy righteousness, self-righteous sin. 


O God} thou art, thou surely art, 
And those who truly seek thee find ; 
Put thou thy laws into my heart, 
In mercy write them on my mind. 


Light in thy light I long to see, 
Thy glory in thy goodness trace ; 
Ah! then reveal thy Son in me, 
Through faith may I be saved by grace. 


—_@—- 


THE UNITY OF THE SPIRIT IN THE BOND 
OF PEACE. 


Tue glorious universe around, 
The heavens with all their train, 
Sun, moon, and stars, are firmly bound, 
In one mysterious chain. 


The earth, the ocean, and the sky, 
To form one world agree, 

Where all that walk, or swim, or fly, 
Compose one family. 


God in creation thus displays 
His wisdom and his might, 

While all his works with all his ways ; 
Harmoniously unite. 


In one fraternal bond of love, 
One fellowship of mind, 
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The saints below, and saints above, 
Their bliss and glory find.’ 


Here, in their house of pilgrimage, 
Thy statutes are their song ; 

There, through one bright eternal age, 
Thy praises they prolong. 

Lord, may our union form a part 
Of that thrice happy whole, 

Derive its pulse from thee the heart, 
Its life from thee the soul. 


he = 


THE SOUL. 


Wuat is the thing of greatest price, 
The whole creation round ? 

That, which was lost in paradise, 
That, which in Christ is found. 


The soul of man, — Jehovah’s breath ! 
That keeps two worlds at strife; . 
Hell moves beneath to work its death, 

Heaven stoops to give it life. 


God, to reclaim it, did not spare 
His well-beloved Son ; 

Jesus, to save it, deigned to bear 
The sins of all in one. 


The Holy Spirit sealed the plan, 
And pledged the blood divine, 

To ransom every soul of man ; 
That price was paid for mine. 
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And is this treasure borne below 
In earthly vessels frail ; 

Can none its utmost value know, 
Till flesh and spirit fail ? 


Then let us gather round the cross, 
This knowledge to obtain, 

Not by the soul’s eternal loss, 
But everlasting gain. 


—_o—. 


THE TEMPLE OF THE SOUL. 


Tus saith the high and lofty One, 
Inhabiting eternity ; 

Earth is my footstool, heaven my throne, 
What temple will ye build for me? 
Restore me now mine own. 


Behold the temple of my choice ; 
My dwelling is the humble soul; 
To make the broken heart rejoice, 
The wounded spirit to make whole : 
Then hearken to my voice. 


Here, O thou high and lofty One, 

Bow down thine heavens to dwell with me; 
Here plant thy footstool, raise thy throne, 
Rebuild thy fallen sanctuary ; 

I yield thee back thine own. 


Behold the temple of thy choice, 
Eternity within my soul ; 
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Now make the broken heart rejoice, 
The wounded spirit now make whole: 
Lord! I have heard thy voice. 


‘Een atts 
THE EARTH FULL OF THE GOODNESS OF GOD 


Gop, in the high and holy place, 
Looks down upon the spheres ; 

Yet in his providence and grace 
To every eye appears. 


He bows the heavens; the mountains stand, 
A highway for our God; 

He walks amidst the desert-sand, 
*Tis Eden where he trod. 


The forests in his strength rejoice ; 
Hark! on the evening breeze, 

As once of old, the Lord God’s voice 
Is heard among the trees. 


Here, on the hills, he feeds his herds, 
His flocks on yonder plains; 
His praise is warbled by the birds ; 
O could we catch their strains! 
Mount with the lark, and bear our song 
Up to the gates of light ; 
Or, with the nightingale, prolong 
Our numbers through the night! 


In every stream his bounty flows, 
Diffusing joy and wealth ; 


ORIGINAL HYMNS. 11 


In every breeze his spirit blows 
The breath of life and health. 


His blessings fall in plenteous showers 
Upon the lap of earth, 

That teems with foliage, fruits, and flowers, 
And rings with infant mirth. 

If God hath made this world so fair, 
Where sin and death abound ; 

How beautiful, beyond compare, 
Will paradise be found! 


—_¢—— 


THE SABBATH. 


Gop the Creator blessed 

The Sabbath of his rest ; 

His six days’ work had brought 

The universe from nought ; 
The heavens and earth before him stood, 
He saw them, and pronounced them good. 


God the Redeemer blessed 
The Sabbath of his rest, 
When, all his sufferings done, 
The cross’s victory won, 
In Joseph’s sepulchre he lay, 
And rested on the Sabbath day. 


And God the Spirit blessed 
The Christian day of rest, 
Where (met with one accord) 
The servants of the Lord, 
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To whom the Father’s promise came, 
Like rushing wind and living flame. 


The church below hath blessed 

Her own sweet day of rest, 

When, in her spousal dress 

Of blood-bought righteousness, 

Her happy spirit can rejoice 

To hear her heavenly bridegroom’s voice. 

They love the Sabbath day, 

Who love to sing and pray ; 

The day of rest they love, 

Who seek their rest above ; 
They love the day of God in seven, 
Who prize an antepast of heaven. 


My God, the day is thine ; 

O may I make it mine! 

By hallowing it to thee, 

*T is hallowed twice to me; 
And when with thee my heart is right, 
I call it holy —a delight. 


——— 


THE VARIOUS LOTS OF MAN IN LIFE. 


One human pair, and only one, 
Were formed in youthful prime, 

All else that e’er beheld the sun, 
Were children in their time. 


For each a mother’s pangs were borne, 
And many a father’s eye, 
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Wept o’er his infant born to mourn, 
His infant born to die. 


With millions life was but a spark, 
Extinct as soon as fired ; 

Others, just glancing from the dark, 
Wept, smiled, looked round, retired. 


Millions and millions more have passed 
Life’s various pilgrimage, 

While Death at all his arrows cast, 
And slew of every age. 


Of these what multitudes untold 
Have never known their God, 

But blind, and ignorant, and bold, 
In paths of ruin trod. 


What guiltier multitudes have known, 
Yet scorned him or denied, 

Lived to themselves and sin alone ; 
And as they lived they died. 


We may not wander like the first ; 
Then, lest we share the lot 

Of those more awfully accurst, 
Who knew, but loved, him not, — 


May we hold fast the faithful word, 

- Our future time redeem, 

Live, while we live, unto the Lord, 
Die, when we die, to him. 
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MAN’S FALL AND RESTORATION. 


Tue days of Paradise were few, 
Man lived not long in innocence ; 
He sinned, and sin his offspring slew, 

Death passed on all for his offence. 


Adam survives throughout his race, 
We do our father’s deeds by choice ; 

Like him, we shun our Maker’s face, 
And tremble at our Judge’s voice. 


Yet is our Maker still our Friend ; 

Man yet may meet his Judge with joy ; 
God, in our nature, did not send 

His Son to punish and destroy. 


He sent him forth to seek and save 
The lost, the dying, and the dead, 

Cancel the curse, despoil the grave, 
And bruise for ever Satan’s head. 


Thou, who thy Son to us didst give, 
That none who trust in him should die; 
Give us to him that we may live; — 
To his atoning blood we fly. 


Behold his sacrifice of love, 

So freely offered in our stead ; 
Behold him,at the throne above, 

And save the souls for whom he bled. 
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THE CURSE AND THE BLESSING. 


To Adam thus Jehovah spake — 

“The ground is cursed for thy sake ; 
Thence eat thy bread, and there once more 
Become the dust thou wert before.” 


“ Serpent,” again Jehovah said, 

“The woman’s seed shall bruise thy head, 
Yet in the strife thy fury feel, 

For thou shalt turn and wound his heel.” 


He comes ; — we hail his glorious birth, 
Who brings the blessing back to earth ; 
Nor Eden only, but the tree 

Of life and immortality. 


—— ¢—— 


THE NAMES AND OFFICES OF CHRIST 


Brigut and joyful is the morn, 
For to us a child is born ; 

‘From the highest realms of heaven 
Unto us a Son is given. 


On his shoulder he shall bear 
Power and majesty, and wear 
On his vesture and his thigh 
Names most awful, names most high. 


Wonderful in counsel, he, 

The incarnate Deity, 

Sire of ages ne’er to cease, 

King of kings, and Prince of Peace. 


16 


ORIGINAL HYMNS. 


. Come and worship at his feet, 
Yield to Christ the homage meet ; 
From his manger to his throne, 
Homage due to God alone. 


—_¢— 


THE SPIRIT CREATING ALL THINGS NEW. 


Sprrit of power and might, behold 
A world by sin destroyed ; 
Creator-Spirit, as of old, 
Move on the formless void. 


Give thou the word : — that healing sound 
Shall quell the deadly strife, 

And earth again, like Eden crowned, 
Produce the tree of life. 


If sang the morning stars for joy, 
When nature rose to view, 

What strains will angel-harps employ, 
When thou shalt all renew ! 


And if the sons of God rejoice 
To hear a Saviour’s name, 

How will the ransomed raise their voice, 
To whom that Saviour came !. 


So every kindred, tongue, and tribe, 
Assembling round the throne, 
Thy new creation shall ascribe 
To sovereign love alone. 
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THE FLOOD. 


In vain the preacher cried, “ Repent; 
Flee from impending wrath ;” 

Headlong the world of rebels went 
Along its own broad path. 


They ate, they drank, they bought, they sold, 
Built, planted, till the day 

When the flood came, and young and old 
Were swept at once away. 


A few that feared the warning word 
Escaped the doom of sin ; 

The ark received them, and the Lord 
Shut safe his servants in. 


The tide of time that knows no turn, 
Like that ingulfing flood, 

Whelms with destruction those that spurn 
God’s truth and Jesus’ blood. 


But still his preachers cry, “ Repent ; 
Flee from sin’s deadly doom ;” 

Forth from the ark this call is sent, 
“ Come in, there yet is room.” 


Unshut the door, where Mercy stands, 
The perishing to save, 

With earnest eye, and outstretched hands, 
From death beyond the grave. 


VOL. V. 2 
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ESCAPE FROM THE DELUGE OF OLD. 


A wor~p of sinners once was drowned, 
A deluge swept them all away ; 

One family alone had found 
Mercy in that great judgment day. 


Forewarned of wrath to come, they feared, 
And, taught by God, prepared an ark, 
Which o’er the waves in sunshine steered, 
Where all below was dead and dark. 


Again the Spirit of the Lord 
Moved on the formless deep and void, 
And to the patriarch’s sight restored 
The relics of that world destroyed : 


A world without a breathing soul, 
Or sign of life in plant or tree ; 
Stretched like a corpse from pole to pole, 
Untravelled land, unvoyaged sea ! 


Then from their hiding-place they came, 
And straightway built an altar there ; 
Whence rose to heaven the double flame 
Of pure burnt sacrifice and prayer. 


We, in an ark not made with hands, 
God’s own new covenant of peace, 

Which on the rock of ages stands, 
Seek refuge till his anger cease. 


Then, as the cloud-born rainbow smiled 
On Noah’s ransomed ones, we trace 
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Our heavenly Father reconciled 
In our incarnate Saviour’s face. 


—_¢—. 


THE BUILDING OF ANOTHER TOWER THAN 
| BABEL. 
WHEN men once more were multiplied, 
In language and in heart the same, 
“Come, let us build a tower,” they cried, 
“'To heaven, and get ourselves a name.” 


The Lord came down to see their boast, 
Troubled their speech, perplexed their hands, 
And drove the panic-smitten host 
From Shinar’s plains through unknown lands. 


A tower and temple more sublime, 

Whose top, indeed, to heaven shall reach, 
Is raised, — that men of every clime 

Again may have one heart, one speech. 


As varying instruments accord 
To form the sweetest minstrelsy, 

All hearts, as one, may love the Lord, 
All tongues, as one, in praise agree. 
Thus, till the head-stone be brought forth, 
To build that tower the saints unite ; 
And to the work, from south to north, 

From east to west, all tribes invite. 


Let young and old, as duty calls, 
Help to erect God’s house of prayer ; 
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Tiil he hath gathered in its walls 
_ Earth’s scattered tribes, to bless them there. 


—— 


GOD IN CREATION, PROVIDENCE, AND GRACE. 


Creator, Redeemer, and Spirit of Truth, 
One God over all evermore, 

In songs of thanksgiving, let manhood and youth | 
Extol thee, and praise, and adore. 


Thy power we behold in the works of thy hand, 
The heavens thy glory declare ; 

Thy providence rules over ocean and land ; 
All creatures that live are thy care. 


‘Thy love beyond thought in the gospel we trace ; 
The gift of all gifts is thy Son, 

Redeeming, restoring, and blessing our race, 
When fallen, condemned, and undone. — 


Thy kindness, long-suffering, and mercy to gear 
The heirs of salvation to saat 

And dwell in thy people, — the Spirit came Sos ; 
His influence now let us feel. 


The Father, the Son, and the Spirit of Truth, 
One God over all evermore, 
Let manhood and age join with childhood and 
youth, 
To honor, praise, love, and adore. 
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REST FOR THE SOUL.— Psalm exvi. 7, 


RETURN, my soul, unto thy rest, 
From vain pursuits and maddening cares, 
From lonely woes that wring thy breast, 
The world’s allurements, — Satan’s snares. 


Return unto thy rest, my soul, 
From all the wanderings of thy thought, 
From sickness unto death made whole, 
Safe through a thousand perils brought. 


Then to thy rest, my soul, return 
From passions every hour at strife ; 
Sin’s works, and ways, and wages spurn, 
Lay hold upon eternal life. 


God is thy Rest, — with heart inclined 
To keep his Word, that Word believe ; 

Christ is thy Rest, — with lowly mind, 
His light and easy yoke receive. 


—¢— 


THE BIBLE. 


BrHo.p the Book, whose leaves display . 
Jesus, the Life, the Truth, the Way ; 
Read it with diligence, with prayer, 
Search it, and you shall find him there. 


So let me read, digest, and learn, 
That all its truths I may discern ; 

The entrance of thy Word gives light, 
Lord, grant me to receive my sight. 


22 ORIGINAL HYMNS. 


THE HOLY SCRIPTURES. 


Worps of eternal life to me, 
O may my faith receive the whole ; 
Bound with my heart-strings, let them be 
Hid in the secret of my soul. 


Though heaven and earth shall pass away, 
These words of prophecy are sure, 
Unchangeable amidst decay, 
And pure as God himself is pure. 


Whoe’er to these shall add alloy, 
Or take one sacred fragment thence, 
Them and their works will God destroy ; 
His arm shall be his truth’s defence. 


Firm in that truth may we abide, 
Till Christ our Lord appear again ; 
Come, say the Spirit and the Bride, 
Lord Jesus, quickly come: — Amen! 


—~— 


THE WORD OF GOD IN ALL ITS POWER. 


Tue Word of God, the Word of truth, 
Instruct our childhood, guide our youth, 
Uphold us through life’s middle stage, 
And be our comfort in old age! 


*I' was by that Word the heavens were made, 
By it the earth’s foundations laid ; 

All things that are on it depend, 

Their source and stay, their rule and end. 
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By it Jehovah gave his law, 

Midst sounds of terror, sights of awe ; 
By it the holy men of old 

A better covenant foretold. 


Christ Jesus came, himself “the Word ;” 
His voice the powers of nature heard ; 


In servant’s form, they knew his call, 
The Son of God, the Lord of all. 


The word of mercy which he brought, 
The word of wisdom which he taught, 
His word of grace, so full, so free, 
Our hope, our joy, our portion be. 


That Word, if early doomed to death, 
Revive us at our latest breath, 

And when our souls in judgment stand, 
Decree our place at God’s right hand. 


eee 


THE INVITATION OF WISDOM. — Prov. viii. 


To us the voice of Wisdom cries, 
Hearken, ye children, and be wise ; 
Better than gold the fruit I bear, 
Rubies to me may not compare. 
Happy the man who daily waits 

To hear me, watching at my gates ; 
Wretched is he who scorns my voice, 
Death and destruction are his choice. 
To them that love me I am kind; 
And those who seek me early find ; 


24 ORIGINAL HYMNS. 


My son, give me thine heart, — and learn 
Wisdom from folly to discern. 


The Lord possessed me, ere of old, 
His hand the firmament unrolled ; 
Before he bade the mountains stand, 
Or poured the ocean round the land. 


Rejoicing then before his throne, 
From everlasting I was known ; 
Rejoicing still, as in his sight, 
With men on earth is my delight. 


Mark the beginning of my law, 
—Fear ye the Lord with sacred awe ; 
Mark the fulfilment of the whole, 
Love ye the Lord with all your soul. 


We hear, we learn; may we obey ; 
_Jesus, the life, the truth, the way, 
Wisdom and righteousness, we see, 
Grace and salvation all in thee. 


ee 


“THOU, GOD, SEEST ME.” — Gen. xvi. 13. 


O Gop, unseen, but not unknown, 
Thine eye is ever fixed on me ; 

I dwell beneath thy secret throne, 
Encompassed by thy Deity. 

Throughout this universe of space, 
To nothing am I long allied, 

For flight of time, and change of place, 
My strongest, dearest bonds divide. 
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Parents I had, but where are they ? 

Friends whom I knew, I know no more ; 
Companions, once that cheered my way, 

Have dropped behind or gone before. 


Now I am one amidst a crowd 
Of life and action hurrying round ; 
Now left alone, — for, like a cloud, 
They came, they went, and are not found. 


Even from myself sometimes I part: 
Unconscious sleep is nightly death, 

Yet surely by my couch thou art, 
To prompt my pulse, inspire my breath. 


Of all that I have done and said, 
How little can I now recall: 
Forgotten things to me are dead; 
With thee they live, — thou know’st them all. 


Thou hast been with me from the womb, 
Witness to every conflict here ; 

Nor wilt thou leave me at the tomb, 
Before thy bar I must appear. 


The moment comes, — the only one 
Of all my time to be foretold ; 

Yet when, and how, and where, can none 
Among the race of man unfold : — 


The moment comes, when strength shall fail, 
When (health and hope and courage flown) 
I must go down into the vale 
And shade of death with thee alone. 


26 ORIGINAL HYMNS. 


Alone with thee ! — in that dread strife 
Uphold me through mine agony, 

And gently be this dying life 
Exchanged for immortality. 


Then, when the unbodied spirit lands 
Where flesh and blood have never trod, 
And in the unveiled presence stands, 
Of thee, my Saviour and my God ; — 


Be mine eternal portion this, 
Since thou wert always here with me, 
— That I may view thy face in bliss, 
And be for evermore with thee. 


—_@—. 


THE ALMIGHTINESS OF GOD.— Mark, x. 27. 


WITH men impossible ! 
What hope remains for me ? 
A sinner on the verge of hell, 
How? whither? shall I flee ? 


“Flee from the wrath to come,” 
I hear Jehovah say ; 
What can I do — let doubt be dumb, — 
What can I — but obey ? 
His sceptre or his rod, 
Who shall control them ?— None: 
All things are possible with God, 
He speaks, and it is done. 
*Tis but to know his will, 
And in his power confide, 
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Then faith may bid the sun stand still, 
Or walk upon the tide. 


The Lord can make a worm 
Almighty if he please, 

And at his single word perform 
Impossibilities. 

When to the blind man’s eyes 
He saith “ Behold!” ’tis so: 

And when he calls the dead, they rise, 
Though the grave’s mouth cries “ No!” 


Then, my Redeemer, then, 
From wrath to love I flee, 

The things impossible to men, 
Are possible with thee. 

I, at thy feet, in dust, 
My unbelief resign, 

In thee alone is all my trust, 
Lord, save me, I am thine. 


pees 


ALL HAVE SINNED; ALL MAY BE SAVED. 


A CHILD of man, a child of God, 
How wide their states must be! 

Beneath his sceptre or his rod, 
His wrath or clemency. 


Children of Adam, Adam’s fall 
From primal innocence, 

Brought guilt and judgment on us all, 
Entailed through one offence. 
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Trained in his image from our birth, 
We sinned, ourselves, and fell, 

Like him, from heirs of heaven on earth, 
To heirs of death and hell. 


Transgressors while we thus remain, 
In our own blood we lie ; 

We must be born, be born again, 
Or die, forever die. 


A child of man, a child of God, 
How can such union be ? 

A worm created from a clod, 
Allied to Deity! 


Lo! love divine, for man undone, 
Devised the wondrous plan, 
The Son of God, God’s only Son, 

Became the Son of man. 


Our path of life and death he trod, 
That we like him might be, 

Though sons of men, the sons of God, 
Through his humanity. 


All glory to the Father’s love, 
Who sparéd not his Son, 

And sent his Spirit from above, 
To seal what Christ had done. 
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CHRIST THE MESSIAH MANIFESTED IN HIS 
ADVENT AND OFFICES. 


A CHILD is born, —the birth proclaim, 

A son is given,— declare his name ; 
Messiah, from the fall foretold, 

The Deity in human mould ; 

— That mould from which, God’s image lost 
In Eden at so dire a cost, 

The new creation shall restore, 

And guilt efface its lines no more. 


Hail! to his rising from afar, 
He is the bright and morning star ; 
His healing beams, ye nations, bless, 
He is the Sun of Righteousness. 
To save his people from their sins, 

_ Jesus his suffering life begins ; 
Ere long as Christ our sacrifice, 
The Holy and the Just One dies. 


Again his glorious name record, 

As David’s Son and David’s Lord ; 

He mounts the mediatorial throne, 

To claim earth’s kingdoms for his own: 
Him every eye again shall see 
Descend in power and majesty, 

His ransomed in the clouds to meet, 
And put all foes beneath his feet. 
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THE NAME ABOVE EVERY NAME. 


I'nr Name, the Name o’er every name 
In earth or heaven above, 

Let babes’ and suckling’s lips proclaim 
And youth adore and love, 


Jesus, the Son of God most high, 
Whose image he expressed, — 
The fulness of the Deity, 
In ‘flesh made manifest : — 


Jesus, the Son of Man became, 
Assumed our mortal breath, 

Endured the cross, despised the shame, 
And poured his soul in death. 


Jesus, omnipotent to save, 
Then triumphed gloriously ; 

O Death! where is thy sting? O grave! 
Where is thy victory ? 


Redemption in his blood begins, 
In his atonement ends ; 

He saves his people from their sins; 
Who would not be his friends? 


To God the Father’s glory, now, 
Jesus, thy name we bless ; 

Let every knee before it bow, 
And every tongue confess. 
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ANGELS AND MEN. 


ANGELS, the first-born sons of light, 

Since from their glorious seats they fell, 
_ Are outcasts in eternal night; - 
There is no gospel preached in hell. 


Man, when beguiled from innocence, 
Saw death and judgment come on all; 
But Jesus died for his offence, 
To raise us higher than our fall. 


Angels, who kept their first estate, 

Who sinned not, knew not guilt or woe, 
In bliss beyond expression great, 

The bliss of pardon cannot know. 


We, born in sorrow and in sin, 
Yet by a new and living way 
To paradise again brought in, — 
May taste of sweeter joys than they. 


Oh! through eternity to trace 

How much, how much hath been forgiven, 
The riches of redeeming grace, 

That, that must be the heaven of heaven. 


Lord Jesus Christ, who, for our sake, 
Wert pleased a child like us to be, 
Of every soul possession take, 
And new-create us all like thee. 
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VAIN CONFIDENCE AND SELF DECEPTION. 


Ler not the strong, the rich, the wise, 
Of knowledge, wealth, or power be vain, 
What mortals covet most, most prize, 
When won, how few can long retain ! 
Heaven’s noblest gift may prove a snare, 
Unsanctified by faith and prayer. 


He slept on pleasure’s lap, and woke 

Shorn of his strength! Poor Samson found 
The Lord had left him, when he broke. 

The vow with which his life was bound ; 
Blind, chained, enslaved, returning strength 
Brought death with his revenge at length. 


The wily traitor was betrayed 
In his own craft ; though woven well, 
The net which for his king he laid 
Entangled wise Achitophel ; 
Folly o’erruled what wisdom planned, 
He perished by his own false hand. 


“ Soul, take thine ease ; eat, drink, rejoice, 
Through length of years,” the rich man said ; 

“Thou fool! this night,” replied the voice 
That calls the living to the dead, 

“Thy soul shall be required of thee, 

Whose then shall all thy treasures be?” 


Wise to salvation through his word, 
And rich in faith his kingdom’s heir, 
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Strong in the strength of Christ my Lord ; 

Be this my portion! ’tis my prayer: 
For this would I count all things loss, 
And glory only in the cross. 


ee 


FOR GUARDIANSHIP THROUGH LIFE AND 
DEATH. — Acts, xvii. 28. 


To thee in whom we live and move, 
And have our being here, 

A higher, holier state to prove, 
Through Christ let us draw near. 


Though born in sin, to trouble born, 
Transgressors from the womb, 

‘Leave not thine offspring thus forlorn, 
In error, doubt, and gleom. 


Send out, good Lord, thy light and truth, 
Through each advancing stage, 

To guard in childhood, guide in youth, 
And comfort us in age. 


Darkness for light may we not choose, 
For falsehood truth forego, 

Nor things that are eternal lose 
For vanities below. 


Teach us to number so our days, 
That we our hearts apply 
.To walk in wisdom’s pleasant ways, 
In them to live and die. 
VOL. V. 3 
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Living, prepared with every breath 
Our spirits to resign ; 

Dying, lay hold on life in death; 
And so be ever thine. 


eee 


COVENANTING TO SERVE THE LORD. 


Come, ye that fear the Lord, 
And love him while ye fear ; 

Come, and with heart and hand record 
Your vow and covenant here. 


Vow to be his alone 
- Who bought you with a price ; 
Now render back to God his own, 
By free-will sacrifice. 


Here to his altar brought, 
Your covenant renew, 

To be in word, and deed, and thought, 
Faithful to him and true. 


And true and faithful he 
To you will ever prove, 

Though hills were swept into the sea, 
And mountains should remove. 


Then be his law our choice, 
The joy of young and old, 

As sheep that hear their shepherd’s voice, 
And follow to the fold. 
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So shall his staff and rod 
Conduct us and defend : 

God is a covenant-keeping God, 
And loves unto the end. 


teins 


“JT WILL BLESS THEE,— AND THOU SHALT BE 
A BLESSING.” — Gen. xii. 2. 


WuHerw’ER the patriarch pitched his tent, 
He built an altar to his God, 

And sanctified, where’er he went, 
With faith and prayer, the ground he trod. 


Through all the East, for riches famed, 
Heaven’s gifts, he set his heart on none ; 

Nor, when the dearest was reclaimed, 
Withheld his son, his only son. 


Wherefore, in blessing, he was blest ; 
Friendless, the friend of God became ; 

Long-wandering, everywhere found rest ; 
Long childless, nations bear his name. 


Nor nations born of blood alone, 
The father of the faithful he ; 
Where’er his promised seed is known, 
Faith’s heirs are his posterity. 


My God, what thou hast made my home, 
Let me thy sanctuary make ; 

My God, if called by thee to roam, 
Glad may I all for thee forsake.. 
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Thy law, thy love, be my delight, 
Whate’er I do, or think, or am, 
Walking by faith, and not by sight, 
Like a true child of Abraham. 


—?e-— 


THE CHRISTIAN SOLDIER. 


Tue Christian warrior, — see him stand 
_ In the whole armor of his God: 
The Spirit’s sword is in his hand ; 
His feet are with the gospel shod ; 
In panoply of truth complete, 


Salvation’s helmet on his head: 
With righteousness, a breastplate meet ; 


And faith’s broad shield before him spread. 


He wrestles not with flesh and blood, 
But principalities and powers, 

Rulers of darkness, like a flood, 
Nigh, and assailing at all hours. 


Nor Satan’s fiery darts alone, 

Quenched on his shield, at him are hurled ; 
The traitor in his heart is known, 

And the dire friendship of this world. 


Undaunted to the field he goes; 

Yet vain were skill and valor there, 
Unless, to foil his legion foes, 

The trustiest weapon were “all-prayer.” 


eo 
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With this omnipotence he moves, 
From this the alien armies flee, 

Till more than conqueror he proves, 
Through Christ who gives him victory. 


Thus, strong in his Redeemer’s strength, 
Sin, death, and hell, he tramples down, 

Fights the good fight, and wins at length, 
Through mercy, an immortal crown. 


—_¢—- 


THE PEACEFUL SUMMONS OF SALVATION 
OPPOSED TO THE SOUNDS OF war. —(Anniversary.) 


Nor by the brazen trumpet’s voice, 
But the sweet sky-lark’s early lay, 

Our tribes are summoned, to rejoice 
In God their Saviour on this day. 


Not to the battle-field we throng, 

With deadly steel in murderous hands, - 
But on our hill of peace the song 

Of triumph bursts from all our bands. 


Then, in the temples of the Lord, 
Assembling round a throne of grace 

We sing, and pray, and hear the word, 
And meet our Maker face to face. 


Salvation’s silver trumpet brings 
Heaven’s richest music to our ears; 
Happy, whose heart with rapture springs, 

At the first welcome note he hears. 
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He, when the last dread trumpet’s tone 
The dead to second life shall call, 
May stand unmoved before the throne, 


Though stars, like lightnings, round him fall. 


He, where eternal sabbaths shine, 
Where all by God himself are taught, 
Lessons shall learn of truth divine, 
Of power and love, surpassing thought. 


a pee 


MOSES IN THE DESERT. 


Go where a foot hath never trod, 
Through unfrequented forests flee : 
The wilderness is full of God, 
His presence dwells in every tree. 


To Israel and to Egypt dead, 
Moses the fugitive appears ; 
Unknown he lived, till o’er his head 
Had fallen the snow of fourscore years. 


But God the wandering exile found, 
In his appointed time and place ; 

The desert sand grew holy ground, 
And Horeb’s rock a throne of grace. 


The lonely bush a tree became, 
A tree of beauty and of light, 
Involved with unconsuming flame, 
That made the moon around it night. 


Then came the Eternal Voice that spake 
Salvation to the chosen seed ; 
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Thence went the Almighty arm that brake 
Proud Pharaoh’s yoke, and Israel freed. 


By Moses, old and slow of speech, 
These mighty miracles were shown ; 
Jehovah’s messenger! to teach 
That power belongs to God alone. 


—_¢—. 
THE DEATH OF MOSES. 


He climbed the mountain; and behold! 
The land before him lay : 

Here Jordan’s bounding waters rolled, 

_ There Carmel stretched away. 


From northern Lebanon, outspread, 
To Araby the wild, 

Where strangers’ lives the Patriarchs led, 
Their promised Canaan smiled : 


A land of fountains and of rills, 
Where milk and honey flowed ; 

Whose stones were iron; from whose hills 
Brass in the furnace glowed: 


A land of corn, and wine, and oil, 
Whose trees with fruitage hung, 

While birds, to soothe the laborers’ toil, 
Amid the branches sung. 


Valleys stood thick with golden grain, 
Goats bounded on the rocks, 

And white and dark, on slope and plain, 
Roamed pasturing herds and flocks. 
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But all the soil with blood was stained, 
_ Revenge and rapine strove ; 
Pagan abominations reigned 

In every haunted grove. 


From cities populous and proud 
The shrieks of children came, 

Where drums and cymbals led the crowd, 
Round Moloch’s altar-flame. 


The vision changed ;— then Moses saw 
The Idols overthrown, 

God out of Zion giving law, 
God worshipped there alone. 


And still the vision grew more bright ; 
On humble Bethlehem shined 

The star of Jacob, and a light 
To lighten all mankind. 


In silent trance the prophet gazed: 
“Tt is enough,” he cried ; 

His hands with holy rapture raised, 
Saw the Lord’s Christ, and died. 


His spirit returned to God who gave; 
His body, nowhere found, 

Shall keep the secret of its grave 
Till the last trumpet sound. 


———-—— 


THE THREE MOUNTAINS. 


WHEN on Sinai’s top I see 
God descend in majesty, 
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To proclaim his holy law, 
All my spirit sinks with awe. 


When, in ecstasy sublime, 
Tabor’s glorious steep I climb, 
At the too-transporting light, 
Darkness rushes o’er my sight. 


When on Calvary I rest, 

God, in flesh made manifest, 
Shines in my Redeemer’s face, 
Full of beauty, truth, and grace. 


Here I would for ever stay, 
Weep and gaze my soul away ; 
Thou art heaven on earth to me, 
Lovely, mournful Calvary. 


aa 


CHOOSING THE HERITAGE OF GOD’S PEOPLE. 


Peopte of the living God, 

I have sought the world around, 
Paths of sin and sorrow trod, . 

Peace and comfort nowhere found. 
Now to you my spirit turns, 

Turns, a fugitive unblessed ; 
Brethren, where your altar burns, 

O receive me into rest! 


Lonely I no longer roam, 
Like the cloud, the wind, the wave; 
Where you dwell shall be my home, 
Where you die shall be my grave; 


42 


ORIGINAL HYMNS. 


Mine the God whom you adore, 
Your Redeemer shall be mine ; 

Earth can fill my heart no more, 
Every idol I resign. 


Tell me not of gain or loss, 
Ease, enjoyment, pomp, and power ; 
Welcome poverty and cross, 
Shame, reproach, affliction’s hour : 
“ Follow me!” —I know the voice; 
Jesus, Lord, thy steps I see ; 
Now I take thy yoke by choice, 
Light thy burden now to me. 


——_4—— 


A VISIT TO BETHLEHEM IN SPIRIT. 


THE scene around me disappears, 
And, borne to ancient regions, 

While Time recalls the flight of years, 
I see angelic legions 

Descending in an orb of light, 

Amidst the dark and silent night ; 
I hear celestial voices. 


“ Tidings, glad tidings from above 
To every age and nation; _ 

Tidings, glad tidings, — God is love, 
To man he sends salvation: 

His Son beloved, his only Son, 

The work of mercy hath begun ; 
Give to his name the glory.” 
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Through David’s city I am led ; 
Here all around are sleeping ; 
A light directs to yon poor shed, 
There lonely watch is keeping : 
I enter ;—ah! what glories shine! 
Is this Immanuel’s earthly shrine ? 
Messiah’s infant temple ? 
It is, it is; and I adore 
This Stranger meek and lowly, 
As saints and seraphs bow before 
The throne of God thrice holy: 
Faith through the veil of flesh can see 
The face of thy divinity, 
My Lord, my God, my Saviour! 


—_@—. 


THE THREE MARYS. 


Mary, THE Moruer or JESUS. 


Like Mary, when the angel came 


To hail her from on high ; 

We, when God’s messengers proclaim 
Glad tidings, would reply, — 

“ Behold the handmaid of the Lord, 
Be it according to thy word.” 

Come, Holy Ghost, thy power impart, 
Form Christ in every heart. 


MARY, THE SISTER OF LAZARUS. 
Like Mary, placed at Jesus’ feet, 
We hear his words with joy ; 
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Nor would we change our humble seat 
For Martha’s hard employ. 

Now, too, like Mary, when she shed 

The precious spikenard on his head, 

Sweet fall our tears from grateful eyes, 
While prayers like incense rise. 


Mary MAGDALENE. 


Like Mary at the sepulchre, 
Our risen Lord we seek : 
Jesus, reveal thyself: — like her, 
Oh! might we hear thee speak! 
Thy look, thy voice, thy love the same, 
Call each poor handmaid by her name ; 
While, with full heart and kindling eye, 
All, all, “ Rabboni!” ery. 


—_—. 


THE GOOD SHEPHERD AND HIS FLOCK. 


GREEN pastures and clear streams, 
Freedom and quiet rest, 
- Christ’s flock enjoy, beneath his beams, 
Or in his shadow rest. | 


The mountain and the vale, 
Forest and field, they range ; 
The morning dew, the evening gale, 
Bring health in every change. 


Secure amidst alarms, 
From violence or snares, 
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The lambs he gathers in his arms, 
And in his bosom bears. 


The wounded and the weak 
He comforts, heals, and binds ; 

The lost he came from heaven to seek, 
And saves them when he finds. 


Through wilds of brier and thorn, 
In darkness if they stray, 

They wander not like waifs forlorn ; 
Their Shepherd is their way. 


Should storms of trouble blow, 
Warned of the coming shock, . 

They to the Rock of Ages go; 
Their Shepherd is their Rock. 


Let earth and hell oppose, 
Let Satan take the field; 

Quenched are the darts of all their foes ; 
Their Shepherd is their shield. 


Death may assail ; but death 
Is vanquished in the strife ; 
Their moment of departing breath, 
Begins eternal life. 


Conflicts and trials done, 
His glory they behold, 

Where Jesus and his flock are one, 
One Shepherd and one fold. 


When the last trump shall sound, 
And graves break up their sleep, 
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At his right hand may we be found, 
Among the chosen sheep. 


—_—~— 


THE CHRISTIAN ISRAEL. 


Tuus far on life’s perplexing path, 
Thus far, thou, Lord, our steps hast led ; 
Snatched from the world’s pursuing wrath, 
Unharmed, though floods hung o’er our head ; 
Like ransomed Israel on the shore, 
Here, then, we pause, look back, adore. 


Strangers and pilgrims here below, 
Like all our fathers in their day, 
We to the land of promise go, 
Lord, by thine own appointed way: 
Still guide, illumine, cheer our flight, 
In cloud by day, in fire by night. 


Safety thy presence is, and rest ; 
While,— as the eagle, o’er her brood 
Flutters her pinions, stirs the nest, 
Covers, defends, provides them food, 
Bears on her wings, instructs to fly, — 
Thy love prepares us for the sky. 


Protect us through the wilderness 
From fiery tempest, plague, and foe ; 
With bread from heaven thy people bless, 
And living streams where’er we go: 
Nor let our rebel hearts repine, 
Or follow any voice but thine. 


ORIGINAL HYMNS. 47 


Thy holy law to us proclaim, 
But not from Sinai’s top alone ; 
Hid in the rock-cleft, be thy name, 
Thy power and all thy goodness shown ; 
And may we never bow the knee, 
Or worship any’ God but thee. 


When we have numbered all our years, 
And stand, at length, on Jordan’s brink, 
Though the flesh fail with mortal fears, 
O let not then the spirit sink ; 
But, strong in faith, and hope, and love, 
Plunge through the stream to rise above. 


—¢— 


THE WATERS OF LIFE. —Numbers xxi. 


Sprine up, O well! sweet fountain, spring! 
And fructify the desert sand ; 
Sing ye that drink ; the waters sing, 
They dance along the smiling land; 
With flowers adorn, with verdure bless, 
The waste and howling wilderness. 


Ho, every one.that thirsts draw nigh, 
With sickness fainting, worn with toil; 
Let him that hath no money buy, 
Buy milk and honey, wine and oil, 
The fourfold streams of Paradise, 
Priceless, because above all price. 


Come to the pools, ye lame and blind ; 
Ye lepers, to this Jordan come ; 
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Sight, strength, and healing each may find : 
Approach the waves, ye deaf and dumb ; 
Their joyful sound ye soon shall hear, 


_And your own voice delight your ear. 


In every form the waters run, 
Rill, river, torrent, lake, and sea; 
Through every clime beneath the sun, 
Free as the air, as daylight free, 
Till earth’s whole face the floods o’erweep, 
As ocean’s tides the channelled deep. 


As moved with mighty wings outspread, 
God’s Spirit o’er the formless void, 
So be that Spirit’s influence shed 
To new-create a world destroyed ; 
Till all that died through Adam’s fall 


_ Revive in Christ, who died for all. 


—— oe 


A FOUNTAIN OPENED FOR SIN AND 
UNCLEANNESS. 


Come to Calvary’s holy mountain, 
Sinners ruined by the-fall ; 

Here a pure and healing fountain 
Flows to you, to me, to all, 

In a full, perpetual tide, 

Opened when our Saviour died. 


Come in poverty and meanness, 
Come defiled, without, within ; 
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From infection and uncleanness, 

From the leprosy of sin, 
Wash your robes and make them white : 
Ye shall walk with God in light. 


Come, in sorrow and contrition, 
Wounded, impotent, and blind ; 
Here the guilty free remission, 
Here the troubled peace may find ; 
Health this fountain will restore, 
He that drinks shall thirst no more: — 


He that drinks shall live for ever ; 
*T is a soul-renewing flood: 

God is faithful ; — God will never 
Break his covenant in blood, 

Signed when our Redeemer died, 

Sealed when he was glorified. 


——4__— 


CHRIST’S MISSION. 


Tue world in condemnation lay, 
And death, from Adam reigning, 
O’er man maintained remorseless sway, 
While sin his soul enchaining 
Foredoomed the second death to all 
That shared the ruins of the fall; 
But Christ’s triumphant mission 
Redeemed us from perdition. 


Then round his manger let us throng, 
Attend him in temptation, 
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Carry our cross with joy along 
His path of tribulation ; 

With him to Olivet retire, 

On Calvary at his feet expire ; 
Then, on Mount Zion seated, 
Our bliss shall be completed. 


——oo 


THE PRINCE OF PEACE. 


WHEN war on earth suspended 
His wild career of woes, 

The Prince of Peace descended, 
A guiltier strife to close: 

Vain battles worms were waging 
With their Creator God: 

He came, and wrath assuaging, 
Made peace with his own blood. 


The storm that flamed and lowered, 
Was calm at his command ; 
The rod of justice flowered, 
Like Aaron’s, in his hand: 
That sceptre, love-revealing, 
Rebels approach and kiss ; 
Its leaves are for your healing, 
Its fruits — immortal bliss. 


—_o— 


CHRIST OUR EXAMPLE IN SUFFERING. 


Go to dark Gethsemane, 
Ye that feel the tempter’s power ; 
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Your Redeemer’s conflict see, 
Watch with him one bitter hour: 

Turn not from his griefs away, 

Learn of Jesus Christ to pray. 


Follow to the judgment-hall, 

View the Lord of Life arraigned ; 
O the wormwood and the gall! 

O the pangs his soul sustained ; 
Shun not suffering, shame, or loss ; 
Learn of him to bear the cross. 


Calvary’s mournful mountain climb, 
There, adoring at his feet, 
Mark that miracle of time, 
God’s own sacrifice complete : 
“Tt is finished ;” — hear the cry ; 
Learn of Jesus Christ to die. 


Early hasten to the tomb, 

Where they laid his breathless clay : 
All is solitude and gloom ; 

Who hath taken him away ? 
Christ is risen !— He meets our eyes. 
Saviour, teach us so to rise. 


ed 


CHRIST’S PASSION. 


THE morning dawns upon the place 
Where Jesus spent the night in prayer; 

Through yielding glooms behold his face, 
Nor form nor comeliness is there. 
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Last eve, by those he called his own, 
Betrayed, forsaken, or denied, 

He met his enemies alone, 
In all their malice, rage, and pride. 


Brought forth to judgment, now he stands 
Arraigned, condemned, at Pilate’s bar: 
Here, spurned by fierce preetorian bands, 
There, mocked by Herod’s men of war. 


He bears their buffeting and scorn, 
Mock homage of the lip and knee, 
The purple robe, the crown of thorn, 
The scourge, the nail, the accursed tree. 


No guile within his mouth is found, 
He neither threatens nor complains: 
Meek as a Jamb for slaughter bound, 
Dumb ’midst his murderers he remains. 


But hark! he prays, —’t is for his foes ; 
He speaks, —’t is comfort to his friends ; 
Answers, — and Paradise bestows ; 
He bows his head ; the conflict ends. 


Truly this was the Son of God ! 
Though in a servant’s mean disguise ; 

And, bruised beneath the Father’s rod, 
Not for himself — for man he dies. 
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WHAT IS PRAYER? 


PRAYER is the soul’s sincere desire, 
Uttered or unexpressed, 

The motion of a hidden fire 
That trembles in the breast. 


Prayer is the burden of a sigh, 
The falling of a tear ; 

The upward glancing of an eye, 
When none but God is near. 


Prayer is the simplest form of speech 
That infant lips can try, 

Prayer the sublimest strains that reach 
The Majesty on high. 


Prayer is the contrite sinner’s voice 
Returning from his ways, 

While angels in their songs rejoice, 
And cry, “ Behold he prays ! ” 


Prayer is the Christian’s vital breath, 
The Christian’s native air, 

His watchword at the gates of death ; 
He enters heaven with prayer. 


The saints in prayer appear as one 
In word, and deed, and mind, 

While with the Father and the Son 
Sweet fellowship they find. 


Nor prayer is made by man alone, 
The Holy Spirit pleads, 
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And Jesus, on the eternal throne, 
For sinners intercedes. 


O thou by whom we come to God, 
The life, the truth, the way! 

The path of prayer thyself hast trod ; 
Lord, teach us how to pray. 


—>— 


THE LORD’S PRAYER. —I. 


Our heavenly Father! hear our prayer ; 
Thy name be hallowed everywhere ; 
Thy kingdom come; thy perfect will, 

In earth as heaven, may all fulfil ; — 


Give this day’s bread, that we may live ; 
Forgive our sins as we forgive ; 

Lead us temptation’s snares to shun, 
And save us from the evil one: 


Now, and for ever, unto thee, 

The kingdom, power, and glory be! 
Thus, as our Saviour taught to say, 
In truth and spirit, let us pray. 


—_o— 
WANTS AND WISHES IN PRAYER. 


Wauat shall we ask of God in prayer ? 
Whatever good we want ; 

Whatever man may seek to share, 
And God in mercy grant. 
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Father of all our mercies, thou 

In whom we move and live, 

Hear us in heaven thy dwelling now, 
And answer and forgive. 


When, bound with sins and trespasses, 
From wrath we fain would flee, 

Lord, cancel our unrighteousness, 
And set the captive free. 


When, harassed by ten thousand foes, 
Our helplessness we feel, 

O give the weary soul repose, 
The wounded spirit heal. 


When dire temptations gather round, 
And threaten or allure, 

By storm or calm, in thee be found 
A refuge strong and sure. 


When age advances, may we grow 
In faith, and hope, and love, 
And walk in holiness below, 
To holiness above. 


When earthly joys and cares depart, 
Desire and envy cease, 

Be thou the portion of our heart, 
In thee may we have peace. 


When flames these elements destroy, 
And worlds in judgment stand, 

May we lift up our heads with joy, 
And meet at thy right hand. 
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THE PREPARATION OF THE HEART. 


Lorp, teach us how to pray aright, 
With reverence and with fear; 
Though dust and ashes in thy sight, 
We may, we must draw near. 


We perish if we cease from prayer ; 
Oh! grant us power to pray ; 

And when to meet thee we prepare, 
Lord, meet us by the way. 


Burdened with guilt, convinced of sin, 
In weakness, want, and woe, 

Fightings without, and fears within, 
Lord, whither shall we go? 


God of all grace, we bring to thee 
A broken, contrite heart ; 

Give, what thine eye delights to see, 
Truth in the inward part. 


Give deep humility ; the sense 
Of godly sorrow give ; 

A strong, desiring confidence 
To hear thy voice and live ;— 


Faith in the only Sacrifice 

. That can for sin atone ; 

To cast our hopes, to fix our eyes 
On Christ, on Christ alone ; — 


Patience to watch, and wait, and weep, 
Though mercy long delay ; 
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Courage, our fainting souls to keep, 
And trust thee though thou slay. 


Give these, and then thy will be done; 
Thus, strengthened with all might, 

We, through thy Spirit and thy Son, 
Shall pray, and pray aright. 


——$——- 


ASKING, SEEKING, FINDING. — Matt. vii. 7, 8. 


Ask, and ye shall receive ; 
On this my hope I build: 

I ask forgiveness, and believe 
My prayer shall be fulfilled. 


Seek, and expect to find: 
Wounded to death in soul, 

I seek’the Saviour of mankind ; 
His touch can make me whole. 


Knock, and with patience wait, 
Faith shall free entrance win: 

I stand and knock at mercy’s gate ; 
Lord Jesus! let me in. 


How should I ask in vain ? 
Seek, and not find thee, Lord? 
Knock, and yet no admittance gain ? 
Is it not in thy word? 


Time, ruin, change, decay, 
The lines can never blot, 

Though heaven and earth shall pass away, 
Thy word, O God! shall not. 
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“QO THOU, THAT HEAREST PRAYER!” —Ps. lxv. 2 


Trou, God, art a consuming fire, 
Yet mortals may find grace, 

From toil and tumult to retire, 
And meet thee face to face. 


Though “holy, holy, holy, Lord!” 
Seraph to seraph sings, 
And angel-choirs, with one accord, 
7: . e ° . . dy 
Worship, with veiling wings ; — 


Though earth thy footstool, heaven thy throne, 
Thy way amidst the sea, 

Thy path deep floods, thy steps unknown, 
Thy counsels mystery : — 


Yet wilt thou look on him who lies 
A suppliant at thy feet; 

And hearken to the feeblest cries — 
That reach thy mercy-seat. 


Between the cherubim of old 
Thy glory was expressed ; 

But God, through Christ, we now behold 
In flesh made manifest. 


Through him who all our sickness felt, 
Who all our sorrows bare, » 

Through him in whom thy fulness dwelt 
We offer up our prayer. 


Touched with a feeling of our woes, 
Jesus, our High Priest stands ; 
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All our infirmities he knows, 
Our souls are in his hands. 


He bears them up with strength divine, 
When at thy feet we fall ; 

Lord, cause thy face on us to shine ; 
Hear us, — on thee we call. 


—_¢—. 


SCRIPTURAL PRAYERS. 


Wira wandering Jacob, let us say — 
“If God will keep me by the way, 
Guide and defend me, clothe and feed, 
Then God shall be my God indeed.” 


With him who led the ransomed flock 
Through the Red Sea to Sinai’s rock, 
Be this our one supreme request, 
“Thy presence with us go or rest.” 


Join we God’s people from our youth, 
Quit the vain world like humble Ruth; 
With them resolved our lot to try, 
Rejoice or suffer, live or die. 


Like Joshua through this war of life, 

Victor in many a deadly strife, 

May each this solemn pledge record, : 
“TJ and my house will serve the Lord.” 


When prayers and vows to heaven we make, 
The words of Solomon we’Il take, 

Freely for every blessing call, 

Yet ask forgiveness with them all. 
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And now, O Lord our God! to thee 
This sum of our petition be, 

The language of thy blessed Son, 

“ Father! thy will, not mine, be done.” 


—$—— 


SOLOMON’S PRAYER FOR WISDOM. 


Axumicuty- God, in humble prayer, 
To thee our souls we lift, 

Do thou our waiting minds prepare 
For thy most needful gift. 


We ask not golden streams of wealth, 
Along our path to flow, 

We ask not undecaying health, 
Nor length of years below. 


We ask not honors which an hour 
May bring or take away ; 

We ask not pleasure, pomp, or power, 
Lest we should go astray. 


We ask for wisdom : — Lord, impart 
The knowledge how to live ; 

A wise and understanding heart 
To all before thee give. 


For we, like children, born in sin, 
Know not till thou hast taught, 

How to go out, or how come in, 
By word, or deed, or thought. 


The young remember thee in youth, 
Before the evil days ; 
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The old be guided by thy truth, 
In wisdom’s pleasant ways. 


—o—— 


PRAYER FOR INCREASE OF HOLY WISDOM. 


O For the wisdom from above, 
Pure, gentle, peaceable, and mild, 
The innocency of the dove, 
The meekness of a little child. 


Wise may we be to know the truth, 
Revealed in every Scripture page ; 

Wise to salvation from our youth, 
And wiser grow from stage to stage. 


Then if to riper years we rise, 
- And well the work of grace be wrought 
Within ourselves, — we shall be wise 
To teach in turn what we were taught. 


Yet still be learning, day by day, 

More of God’s word, God’s way, God’s will ; 
His law, rejoicing to obey, 

Pleased his whole pleasure to fulfil. 


Wise to win souls, if thus we’re led, 
_ How blest will be our lot below, 
Blessings to share, and blessings shed 
On all with whom to heaven we go. 


So may we reach that home at length, 
And, clad in righteousness divine, 
Eyen as the sun, when in his strength, 
And as the stars, for ever, shine. 
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PLEADING IN PRAYER. 


How shall a contrite spirit pray, 
A broken heart its griefs make known, 
A weary wanderer find the way 
To peace and rest ?— Through Christ alone. 


He died that we might die to sin ; 

He rose, that we to God might rise ; 
By his own blood he entered in’ 

The holy place beyond the skies. 


There, as our great high-priest he stands, 
And pleads before the mercy-seat, 

Our cause is in his faithful hands, 
Our enemies beneath his feet. 


Father, in him we claim our part, 
For thy Son’s sake accept us now, 
In him well pleased thou always art, 
Well pleased with us through him be thou. 


O look on thine anointed One; 
Thy gift in him is all our plea, 

Our righteousness, — what he hath done ; 
Our prayer — {is prayer for us to thee. 


So, while he intercedes above, 

In his dear name may we believe, 
And all the fulness of thy love 

Into our inmost souls receive. 
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PERSEVERANCE IN PRAYER. 


PATIENT prayer has power with God ; 
Thus, while Moses raised the rod, 
Israel o’er the foe prevailed, 

But grew feeble when he failed, 

Till, by Hur and Aaron’s care, 
Intercession held up prayer. 


-Pray ye, pray and never faint, 
Mourning sinner, tempted saint! 
Faith and hope your hands sustain, 
Victory then ye must obtain, 

Yea, and more than conquerors prove 
Through your great Redeemer’s love. 


—— Ons 


THE NAME ABOVE EVERY NAME. 


Bow every knee at Jesus’ name, 
And every tongue confess ; 

Let the redeemed with joy proclaim 
“'The Lord our Righteousness.” 


To him through all the rounds of time 
Perpetual prayer be made ; 

O’er sea and land, from clime to clime, 
Homage to him be paid. 


From young and old with every breath 
Let prayer and praise arise ; 

Life be the “daily offering ” — death 
“The evening sacrifice.” 
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Let heaven and earth reply “ Amen!” 
And all their hosts adore 

The Lord of angels and of men 
For ever evermore. : 


— oe 


THE CONFIDENCE OF PRAYER. — Matt. xiv. 22. 


Wuy thus, my soul, cast down ? 
And why disquieted ? 
Black though the tempest frown, 
The surge pass o’er thy head ; 
Wait the fourth watch ;— for One who saves 
Comes to thee, walking on the waves. 


Lord! Lord! if it be thou, 
Bid me come down to thee ; 
Jesus! I know thee now, 
And walk upon the sea; 
Faith fails; ah me! the gulf runs high, 
Save, Lord, I sink! O save, I die! 


I grasp thy outstretched hand ; 
We climb the vessel’s side ; 
_ And lo! we touch the land, 
The storm is pacified ; 
While winds and waves thy voice obey, 
Oh! why am I more deaf than they ? 


Why, when I know thy will 
Is my salvation, Lord, 

When thou says’t “ Peace, be still!” 
How can I doubt thy word? 
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Speak with that all-commanding might, 
Which said to darkness, — “ Be thou light !” 


Speak with that power, which said 
To Peter, “ Follow me!” 

Called Lazarus from the dead ; 
Then must I yield to thee, 

For thee, like Peter, all forsake, 

Like Lazarus, from the dead awake. 


—o—. 


CLOSET PRAYER. — Matt. vi. 6. 


O! wat a privilege to kneel, 
Fall down and worship at thy feet, 
My God! my Father! and to feel 
With thee communion high and sweet :— 


To pour my spirit out in prayer, 
Or, on the wings of praise ascend, 


Like Moses to the mount, and there 
Commune with thee, as friend with friend. 


—~— 
DAILY PRAYER. —Luke xviii. 1. 


Come to the morning prayer, 
Come let us kneel and pray ; 
Prayer is the Christian pilgrim’s staff 
To walk with God all day. 
At noon, beneath the Rock 
Of Ages, rest and pray ; 
VOL. Y. 3D 
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Sweet is that shadow from the heat, 
When the sun smites by day. 


At eve, shut to the door, 
Round the home-altar pray, 

And finding there “the house of God,” 
At “heaven’s gate” close the day. 


When midnight seals our eyes, 
Let each in spirit say, 

“T sleep, but my heart waketh, Lord, 
With thee to watch and pray.” 


easiness 


A PRAYER FOR EVERY DAY AND ALL DAY 
LONG. 
In the morning hear my voice, 
Let me in thy light rejoice ; 
God, my Sun! my strength renew, 
Send thy blessing down like dew. 


Through the duties of the day, 
Grant me grace to watch and pray ; 
Live as always seeing thee, 
Knowing, “ Thou, God! seest me.” 


When the evening skies display 
Richer pomp than noon’s array, 
Be the shades of death to me 
Bright with immortality. 


When the round of care is run, 
And the stars succeed the sun, 
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Songs of praise with prayer unite, 
Crown the day, and hail the night. 
Thus with thee, my God! my Friend! 
Time begin, continue, end, 

While life’s joys and sorrows pass 
Like the changes of the grass. 


ee 


FOR GRACE TO SURRENDER ALL TO CHRIST. 


JESUS, our best-beloved friend, 

Draw out our souls in pure desire, - 
Jesus, in love to us descend, 

Baptize us with thy Spirit’s fire. 


On thy redeeming name we call, 
Poor and unworthy though we be: 
Pardon and sanctify us all; 
Let each thy full salvation see. 


Our souls and bodies we resign, 
To fear and follow thy commands ; 

O take our hearts — our hearts are thine, 
Accept the service of our hands. 


Firm, faithful, watching unto prayer, 
May we thy blessed will obey ; 
Toil in thy vineyard here, and bear 
The heat and burden of the day. 


Yet, Lord, for us a resting-place, 

In heaven at thy right hand prepare ; 
And till we see thee face to face, 

Be all our conversation there. 
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FOR THE GIFT OF THE HOLY SPIRIT. 


Power from on high, O God, impart, 
Power in thy gospel to believe ; 

Power to surrender our whole heart, 
Power all thy mercy to receive. 


The word to us in vain were given, 
We hear, we read, we learn in vain ; 
In vain thy Son came down from heaven, 
If thou “the Spirit’s might” restrain. 


Here be his sacred influence felt, 

With searching, cleansing, quickening force, 
Till souls of millstone-hardness melt, 

And flow like waters from their source. 


Convinced and humbled in the dust 
Beneath the burden of our guilt, 
We own thy law’s dread sentence just, 

But plead the blood of pardon spilt. 


Thy Spirit witness with that blood, 
And Christ our Saviour glorify ; 
While we, as children born of God, 
With rapture, “Abba! Father!” ery. 


San deed 


RESIGNATION. 


One prayer I have, —all prayers in one, 
When I am wholly thine ; 

Thy will, my God, thy will be done, 
And let that will be mine. 
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All-wise, all-mighty, and all-good, 
In thee I firmly trust ; 

Thy ways, unknown or understood, 
Are merciful and just. 


Is life with many comforts crowned, 
Upheld in peace and health, 

With dear affections twined around, 
Lord, in my time of wealth, — 


May I remember, that to thee, 
Whate’er I have I owe; 

And back in gratitude from me, 
May all thy bounties flow. 


Thy gifts are only then enjoyed, 
When used as talents lent ; 

Those talents only well employed, 
When in thy service spent. 


And though thy wisdom takes away, 
Shall I arraign thy will? 

No, let me bless thy name, and say, 
“'The Lord is gracious still.” 


A pilgrim through the earth I roam, 
Of nothing long possest, 

And all must fail when I go home, 
For this is not my rest. 


Write but my name upon the roll 
Of thy redeemed above, 

Then heart, and mind, and strength and soul, 
I'll love thee for thy love. 
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EXHORTATION TO PRAISE AND 
THANKSGIVING. 


STAND up, and bless the Lord, 
Ye people of his choice: 

Stand up, and bless the Lord your God 
With heart, and soul, and voice. 


Though high above all praise, 
Above all blessing high, 

Who would not fear his holy name, 
And laud and magnify ? 


O for the living flame, 
From his own altar brought, 

To touch our lips, our minds inspire, 
And wing to heaven our thought ; 


There, with benign regard, 
Our hymns he deigns to hear ; 
Though unrevealed to mortal sense, 
The spirit feels him near. 


God is our strength and song, 
And his salvation ours ; 

Then be his love in Christ proclaimed 
With all our ransomed powers. 


' Stand up and bless the Lord, 


The Lord your God adore ; 
Stand up, and bless his glorious name 
Henceforth for evermore. 
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THE SONG OF SONGS. 


Come let us sing the song of songs, 
The song which saints in glory sing ; 


~The homage which to Christ belongs, 


Today let babes and sucklings bring. 


Youth in its prime, and failing age, 

With hearts and voices swell the strain, 
To cheer their steps on pilgrimage, 

“ Worthy the Lamb, for he was slain!” 


Slain to redeem us by his blood, 
To cleanse from every sinful stain, 
And make us kings and priests to God, 
“Worthy the Lamb, for he was slain! ” 


To him who suffered on the tree, 
Our souls at his soul’s price to gain, 
Blessing, and praise, and glory be: 
“Worthy the Lamb, for he was slain! ” 


To him, enthroned by filial right, 

All power in heaven and earth pertain, 
Honor, and majesty, and might : 

“ Worthy the Lamb, for he was slain!” 


Come, Holy Spirit, from on high, 

Our faith, our hope, our love sustain, 
Living to sing, and dying cry, 

“Worthy the Lamb, for he was slain!” 
Yea, in eternity of bliss, 

If called through grace with him to reign, 
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Our song — our song of songs, be this, 
“ Worthy the Lamb, for he was slain!” 


ries 


GLORY TO GOD IN THE HIGHEST.—Luke i. 13. 


Sones. of praise the angels sang, 
Heaven with hallelujahs rang, 
When Jehovah’s work begun, 
When he spake, and it was done. 


Songs of praise awoke the morn, 
When the Prince of Peace was born : 
Songs of praise arose, when he 
Captive led captivity. 


Heaven and earth must pass away, 
Songs of praise shall crown that day ; 
God will make new heavens, new earth, 
Songs of praise shall hail their birth. 


And can man alone be dumb, 

Till that glorious kingdom come ? 

No ;—the church delights to raise 
Psalms, and hymns, and songs of praise. 


Saints below, with heart and voice, 
Still in songs of praise rejoice ; 
Learning here, by faith and love, 
Songs of praise to sing above. 


Borne upon their latest breath, 

Songs of praise shall conquer death ; 

Then, amidst eternal joy, 3 
Songs of praise their powers employ. 
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ANGELS WITH MEN, REJOICING IN GOD. 


Give glory to the Lord, 
Extol his holy name, 

Let men and angels’ tongues record 
His everlasting fame. 


While we his love relate, 
Who saves the lost from hell, 
O ye who kept your first estate, 
His sovereign power forth tell! 


Among our fallen race, 
The living yet are we; 

This is our day, — our day of grace, 
The last we e’er may see. 


Confess we then our sin, 
Repent, believe, and pray ; 
Strive the strait gate to enter in, 
And force the narrow way. 


The Lord delights to bless 
The valiant for the truth, 

And crown their age with happiness, 
Who serve him from their youth. 


Angels, while ye on high 
Rejoice o’er ransomed men ; 

“The lost is found,” we too would cry, 
“The dead alive again.” 
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-GOD UNIVERSALLY WORSHIPPED. 


Aut thy works, with one accord 
Magnify thee, mighty Lord ! 

While the heavens thy glory show, 
Earth extols thy love below. 


Day to day doth utter speech, 

Night to night thy knowledge teach: 
Nature’s universal frame 

Answers — “ Hallowed be thy name.” 


Life, through all its breathing forms, 
Death, from darkness, dust, and worms, 
In ten thousand wondrous ways, 
Fearfully set forth thy praise. 


Here, the lips of infancy 
Sweet hosannas sing to thee; 
Youth and age, in louder lays, 
Joyful hallelujahs raise. 


While adoring seraphim 

Thine eternal godhead hymn, 

Saints redeemed, with glory crowned, 
Calvary’s cross, won triumphs sound. 


May thy church from age to age, 
In her house of pilgrimage, 

Train for thee her convert-throngs, 
And thy statutes be their songs. 
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TE DEUM LAUDAMUS. 


O Gop! we praise thee, and we own, 
Thou art the Lord, and thou alone; 

Let the whole earth thy name adore, 
Father of all! for evermore. 

Thee, — cherubim and seraphim, 

The heavens and all the powers therein, 
Thee — angels laud with voices high, 
And Holy! holy! holy! ery, 

Lord God of Hosts! whose splendors shine 
Through heaven and earth, for these are thine, 
The apostles’ glorious company, 

The prophets’ fellowship, praise thee ; 
The martyrs’ noble army raise 

To thee triumphant songs of praise ; 
The holy church ascribes to thee 

Eternal power and majesty ; 

Father of ages unbegun, 

Thine only, true, anointed Son, 

And, sent by him from thee to her, 

The Holy Ghost, the Comforter. 

Hail, King of Glory! Christ the Lord, 
God’s everlasting Son, —the Word! 
Thou, to retrieve man’s mortal doom, 
Didst not abhor the Virgin’s womb ; 
And, having overcome, for us, 

Death’s sharpness, on the accursed cross, 
Open’dst heaven’s kingdoms, to receive 
All those who in thy name believe. 
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At God’s right hand, exalted there, 
Thou dost the Father’s glory share ; 
And thence, we know, when comes the end, 
Thou wilt, to be our judge, descend. 
Help, Lord, thy servants, that we may 
Find mercy in that dreadful day ; 
Redeemed with thy most precious blood, 
And numbered with thy saints, who stood 
Firm in the faith, may we be found, 

In glory everlasting, crowned. 

Thy people save, — from age to age, 
Govern and bless thine heritage ; 

Daily we magnify thy name, 

World without end thy praise proclaim. 
Vouchsafe this day to keep from sin 
Our going out, and coming in: 

O Lord! have mercy on us all, 

Have mercy on us when we call; 

Thy mercy, Lord, to us extend, 

On thee alone our hopes depend ; 

Lord, we have put our trust in thee, 
Confounded let us never be. 


——— 


HALLELUJAH. 


Harx! the song of Jubilee: 
Loud as mighty thunders roar, 
Or the fulness of the sea, 
When it breaks upon the shore: 
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Hallelujah! for the Lord 

God Omnipotent, shall reign ; 
Hallelujah ! let the word 

Echo round the earth and main. 


Hallelujah !— hark! the sound 
From the depths unto the skies, 
Wakes above, beneath, around, 
All creation’s harmonies ; 
See Jehovah’s banner furled, 
Sheathed his sword: he speaks —’tis done, 
And the kingdoms of this world 
Are the kingdoms of his Son. 


He shall reign from pole to pole 
With illimitable sway ; 
He shall reign, when like a scroll 
Yonder heavens have passed away : 
Then the end ; — beneath his rod, 
Man’s last enemy shall fall ; 
Hallelujah! Christ in God, 
God in Christ, is all in all. 


—————= 


THE LORD’S DAY. 


Turis is the day the Lord hath made, 
Let young and old rejoice ; 

To him be vows and homage paid, 
Whose service is our choice. 


This is the temple of the Lord, 
How dreadful is this place! 
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With meekness let us hear his word, 
With reverence seek his face. 


This is the homage he requires, — 
The voice of praise and prayer, 
The soul’s affections, hopes, desires, 

Ourselves and all we are. 


While rich and poor for mercy call, 
Propitious from the skies, 

The Lord, the Maker of them all, 
Accepts the sacrifice. 


Well-pleased through Jesus Christ his Son, 
From sin he grants release ; 

According to their faith ’tis done, 
He bids them go in peace. 


SaaS 


PREPARATION FOR PUBLIC WORSHIP. 


How shall we come before the Lord? 

And how approach to the Most High? ‘ 
Met in his house with one accord, __ 

At his commandment we draw nigh. 


_ Not hecatombs he now requires, 


The daily blood of slaughtered beasts ; 
Quenched are the ancient altar fires, 
Extinct the line of typic priests. 


Man’s only Mediator stands ~ 

Before the Father’s throne to plead 
His sole atonement: in his hands _ 
Our cause is safe ; it must succeedyy 
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The broken heart in sacrifice, 
The contrite spirit let us bring, 
For thou, O God! wilt not despise 
Thine own appointed offering. 


——) 


FOR DIVINE BLESSING ON THE MINISTRY 
OF THE WORD. 


ASSEMBLED in thy house of prayer, 
On every mind instruction seal ; 

Preacher and people, Lord, prepare 
To seek thy face, thy presence feel. 


From earthen vessels we receive 
The living streams of truth divine ; 
The spirit with the letter give, 
And turn the water into wine. 


Enter we now thy gates with praise, 
With reverence at thine altar bend, 

With gladness our thanksgivings raise, ~ 
With meekness to thy Word attend. 


So, when the gospel, in thy name, 
From human lips salutes our ear, 
May our responding hearts exclaim, 
“ Speak to us, Lord; thy servants hear.” 


Paul then may plant the precious grain, 
For thine will be the quickening power ; 
Apollos waters, not in vain, 
For thou wilt give the genial shower. 
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The scattered seed thus sown in hope 


Shall spring and spread with large increase, 
‘ 


And yield on earth a heavenly crop | 
Of love, joy, righteousness, and peace. 


enh 


FOR A SOLEMN ASSEMBLY. 


Commanp thy blessing from above, 
O God! on all assembled here ; 

Behold us with a father’s love, 
While we look up with filial fear. 


Command thy blessing, Jesus! Lord ! 
May we thy true disciples be ; 

Speak to each heart the mighty word, 
Say to the weakest, “ Follow me.” 


Command thy blessing in this hour, 
Spirit of Truth! and fill this place 
With humbling and with healing power, 
With killing and with quickening grace. 


O thou, our Maker, Saviour, Guide, 
One true eternal God confest! 

Whom thou hast joined let none divide, 
None dare to curse whom thou hast blest. 


With thee and these for ever found, 
May all the souls who here unite, 

With harps and songs thy throne surround, 
Rest in thy love and reign in light. 
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FOR THE PEACE AND PROSPERITY OF THE 
CHURCH. — Ps. exxii.* 


GLAD was my heart to hear 
My old companions say, 

Come, — in the house of God appear, 
For “tis an holy day. 


Our willing feet shall stand 
Within the temple door, 

While young and old in many a band 
Shall throng the sacred floor. 


Thither the tribes repair, 
Where all are wont to meet, 
And joyful in the house of prayer 
Bend at the mercy-seat. 


Pray for Jerusalem, 
The city of our God; 

The Lord from heaven be kind to them 
That love the dear abode. 


Within these walls may peace 
And harmony be found: 

Zion, in all thy palaces, 
Prosperity abound. 


God scorns not humble things ; 
These, though the proud despise, 

The children of the King of kings, 
Are training for the skies. 





* Also in vol. ii, p. 821, but without stanzas 6, 7. 
VOL. V. 6 
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May none who thus are taught, 
From glory be cast down, 

But all through faith and patience brought 
To an eternal crown. 


For friends and brethren dear, 
Our prayer shall never cease, 
Oft as they meet for worship here, 

God send his people peace. 


——¢——— 


SABBATH WORSHIP IN THE SANCTUARY. 


AGAIN, on this rejoicing day, 
God’s people in his temple meet, 

To learn his will, —to praise and pray, — 
For praise is comely, prayer is sweet: 


And meek obedience to his will 
Is perfect freedom to their mind, 
Who love his service and fulfil, 
With heart and hand, the work assigned. 


One day, Lord God! within thy courts, 
Is better than a thousand spent 

In vain delights, or wanton sports, 
That leave remorse and discontent. 


Rather we'll choose the lowest place, 
The keepers of thy doors to be, 

Than dwell where sinners, void of grace, 
Forget themselves, forgetting thee. 


Our willing souls we now would yield 
To thee, as thine alone to live, 
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Assured thou wilt, our sun and shield, 
No good withhold, — all blessing give. 


So, from thy sanctuary shower 
On young and old, with large increase, 
Thy heavenly gifts, and from this hour, 
Lord! send prosperity and peace. 


—_¢— 


PUBLIC WORSHIP. 


Fatuer of Jesus Christ our Lord, 

Our Father too through him art thou, 
Met in his name, with one accord, 

Own and accept thy children now. 


A part of thy great family, 

Who in thy house have found their home, 
Here it is good for us to be; 

Hence let no more our footsteps roam. 


All we like sheep have gone astray, 
Scattered, and torn, and tempest-tost, 

Each one had turned to his own way, 
And each in his own way was lost. 


But the good Shepherd from above 
Came down into the wilderness, 

In his omnipotence of love, 
To seek and save, to heal and bless. 


He called us with his gentle voice, 
Now to that call may we reply, 

And make his staff and rod our choice, 
Amidst his flock to live and die. 
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For his soul’s travail may he see 
Our names with his redeemed enrolled, 
At that great day, when there shall be, 
In heaven, one Shepherd and one fold. 


——¢—— 


SPIRITUAL WORSHIP. 


WirH reverence and with godly fear, 
Father of mercies! may we now 
“In spirit and in truth draw near, 
And humbly at thy footstool bow. 


Such worshippers thou dost require, 
Such, round thine altar make us all ; 
Thou, God, that answerest by fire! 
Let that baptismal blessing fall. 


All gods beside thee we disown, 
Henceforth all idols we forsake ; 

Thou Lord art God, thou, Lord, alone ; 
Thy vows upon our souls we take. 


Bind thou in heaven what thus we bind 
On earth, in great infirmity, 
But put thy laws within our mind, 
These shall our strength, our safeguard be. 


We seek salvation, in the name 
Of Jesus thy beloved Son ; 

We plead his prayer; we urge his claim ; 
With thee and him let us be one. 


Now, while in fellowship we meet, 
The earnest of thy Spirit send, 
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And here our union to complete, 
Seal it on high, world without end. 


—o—— 


WAITING UPON GOD IN HIS HOUSE. 


ALL hearts are open to thy view, 
All things are naked in thy sight ; 
Now may the eye that looks us through, 
Show us ourselves in its pure light. 


Then, while with awe we look to thee, 
The High, the Holy One, the Just, 

With self-abhorrence, Lord, may we 
Repent in ashes and in dust. 


But, lest we perish in thine ire, 

— For woe are we, unclean, undone! 
Our God is a consuming fire, — 

May we behold thee through thy Son. 


In him love, mercy, truth, and grace, 
The fulness of the Godhead dwells ; 

And the bright shining of his face 
Darkness, and doubt, and fear dispels. 


So be it: — round thy throne we meet, 
With faith and hope, in self-despair, 

To pour our souls out at thy feet ; 
Hear us, — O thou that hearest prayer! 
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FOR THE GREAT CONGREGATION. 


Gop is in his holy temple, 
All the earth keep silence here ; 
Worship him in truth and spirit, 
Reverence him with godly fear ; 
Holy, holy, 
Lord of Hosts, our Lord, appear. 


God in Christ reveals his presence, 
_ Throned upon the mercy-seat: 
Saints, rejoice! and sinners, tremble ! 
Each prepare his God to meet; 
Lowly, lowly, 
Bow adoring at his feet. 


Hail him here with songs of praises, 
Him with prayers of faith surround ; 
Hearken to his glorious gospel, 
While the preacher’s lips expound ; 
Blesséd, blesséd, 
They who know the joyful sound. 


Though the heaven, and heaven of heavens, 
O thou great Unsearchable ! 
Are too mean to comprehend thee, 
Thou with man art pleased to dwell ; 
Welcome, welcome, 
God with us, Immanuel. 
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FOR GRACE TO KNOW OURSELVES. 


HERE young and old, here great and small, 
Here rich and poor together meet: 

The Lord, the Maker of them all, 
Gives audience from the mercy-seat. 


While faith may see him eye to eye, 
And guilt in vain would shun the light, 
The hidden things of darkness lie 
Naked and open to his sight. 


Not as to others we may seem, 

Who look but on the outward guise ; 
Or of ourselves we fondly dream, 

A foolish people and unwise : — 


But what we are in heart and soul, 
His sin-abhorring eyes discern ; 
On him we wait, the true, the whole 
Sad secret of ourselves to learn. 


Taught by his Son, may we believe 
In him our Father reconciled ; 
Led by his Spirit, each receive 
His kingdom as a little child. 


With reverence, then, and godly fear, 

While prayer and praise our tongues employ, 
O that we all may now draw near 

To God, as our exceeding joy ! 
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THE COMMUNION OF SAINTS. — Heb. xii. 18 — 26. 


Nor to the Mount that burned with fire, 
To darkness, tempest, and the sound 

Of trumpet sounding higher and higher, 
Nor voice of words that rent the ground, 

While Israel heard with trembling awe 

Jehovah thunder forth his law :— 


But to Mount Zion we are come, 

The city of the living God, 
Jerusalem our heavenly home, 

The courts by angel-legions trod ; 
Where meet in everlasting love 
The church of the first-born above : — 


To God, the judge of quick and dead, 
The perfect spirits of the just, 
Jesus, our great new covenant Head, 
The blood of sprinkling, — from the dust, 
That better things than Abel’s cries, 
And pleads a Saviour’s sacrifice. 


O hearken to the healing voice, 
That speaks from heaven, in tones so mild; 
To-day, are life and death our choice ; 
To-day, through mercy reconciled, 
Our all to God we yet may give; 
Now let us hear his voice, and live. 
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THE COVENANT OF PEACE RENEWED : 
BETWEEN CHRISTIANS. 


*TuE peace of God surpassing thought, 
From heaven into our minds come down, 

That peace on earth which Jesus brought, 
When for the cross he left his crown : — 


That peace with God, which Jesus made, 
Our daysman and our surety he, 

Whose outstretched hands on both were laid, 
The sinner and the Deity :— 


That peace be ours; so shall we prove, 
As faith, and hope, and love increase, 

That Christ’s disciples live and move 
In the pure element of peace. 


Assembling here, an humble band, 
Our covenantal pledge to take, 

We pass the cup from hand to hand, 
From heart to heart, for his dear sake. 


Jesus, thyself to us draw nigh, 
And speak thy salutation word, 
Say “ Peace be with you!” while we cry, 
Like those of old, —“ It is the Lord!” 


Our Lord! our God! Thy Spirit’s seal 
Impress on our recorded vow, 

And may our peaceful lives reveal 
The truth of what we witness now. 
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FOR CHRIST-LIKENESS. 


Son of the living God, display 
Thy glory in this place, 

While for new hearts, new souls we pray, 
And early seek thy face. 


Wert thou obedient unto death, 
That we might never die ? 

Didst thou, as man, resume thy breath 
To plead for us on high ? 


And wilt thou in thine image mould 
Those whom thy blood hath bought ? 
As God, in us the clay behold ; 
In us the change be wrought : — 


Till heart in hand ourselves we give, 
No longer deemed our own ; 

Baptized into thy death to live, — 
To live to thee alone. 


So when this earthly house we leave, 
For mansions built above, 

Our Spirits to the arms receive 
Of thine eternal love. 


—o—— 


ASSURANCE AND ENCOURAGEMENT. 
Matt. vii. 7, 8. 


WHILE these commands endure, 
These promises are sure ; 
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And ’t is an easy task 

To knock, to seek, to ask: 

Sinner, hast thou the willing mind ? 
Saint, art thou thus inclined ? 

Dost thou expect, desire, believe ? 
Then knock and enter, seek and find, 
Ask and receive. 


—@—— 


THE HOUSE OF PRAYER. — Isaiah lvi. 7. 


“ Mine house shall be an house of prayer 
For all that live, to worship there :” 

Thus saith the Lord: — how answer we? 
“Thine house, our house of prayer shall be.” 


“Wherever I my name record, 

There will I meet thee,” saith the Lord ; 
Thee in thine house of prayer we meet; 
Now bless us from the mercy-seat. 


Thus spake the Lord — “ My Son, to thee 
Swear every tongue, bow every knee :” 
Father, by us thy will be done, 

We bow the knee and “ Kiss the Son.” 


His throne and kingdom thus advance, 
The world be his inheritance ; 

Then, for all people everywhere, 

Thine house shall be an house of prayer. 
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EFFICACY OF UNITED AND FAITHFUL 
PRAYER. 


Come to the throne of grace : —it stands 
At all times, everywhere ; 

With humbled hearts and holy hands, 
Let us assemble there. 


On the whole earth’s expanded face, 
’*T is best to tarry there. 

For nearest heaven must be the place, 
Where God meets man in prayer. 


In the same moment, at that throne, 
Were all who breathe the air, 

In multitude, or each alone, 
Found offering faithful prayer : — 


No thought, no word, no sigh, in vain, 
Conceived, or uttered there, 

Could miss the mark; like genial rain 
Blessings would fall on prayer. 


When field and forest, plant and flower 
The dews of morning share, 

Blade, bud, leaf, blossom, in one hour, 
Alike are watered there. 


To-day while countless Sabbath bands 
Are gathering everywhere, 

Let us with them lift hearts and hands, 
And all unite in prayer. 
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A DAY IN THE LORD’S COURTS. 


To thy temple I repair, 
Lord, I love to worship there, 
When within the veil I meet 
Christ before the mercy-seat. 


Thou through him art reconciled, 
I through him become thy child; 
Abba! Father! give me grace, 
In thy courts to seek thy face. 


While thy glorious praise is sung, 
Touch my lips, unloose my tongue, 
That my joyful soul may bless 
Thee, the Lord my righteousness. 


While the prayers of saints ascend, 
God of love, to mine attend ; 

Hear me, for thy Spirit pleads, 
Hear, for Jesus intercedes. 


While I hearken to thy law, 
Fill my soul with humble awe, 
Till thy Gospel bring to me 
Life and immortality. 


While thy ministers proclaim 

Peace and pardon in thy name, 
Through their voice, by faith, may I 
Hear thee speaking from the sky. 


From thine house, when I return, 
May my heart within me burn, 
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And at evening let me say, 
“T have walked with God to-day.” 


—-— 


WAITING ON THE LORD. 


JOYFUL in thy house of prayer, 
Shall thy chosen people be ; 

God of mercy, meet me there, 
While my spirit waits on thee. 


There, with strength renewed, the saint 
As on eagle wings shall fly, 

Walk and run, and never faint, 
Fight and conquer, — so would I. 


There, with faces Zion-ward, 
When transgressors ask the way 
To the city of the Lord, 
Each shall hear the watchman say :— 


To the cross direct thine eyes, 
Thither from destruction flee, 
For the gates of paradise 
Open stand on Calvary. 


“He who bore a sinner thence, 
As a trophy of his death, 

There will pardon thine offence, 
There receive thy latest breath.” 


There, where my Redeemer died, 
Humbly in the dust I fall; 
Jesus, and him crucified, 
Now shall be mine all in all. 
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PSALM CXXXIX. 23, 24. 


Aut hearts to thee are open here ; 
All our desires are known ; 

And we are that which we appear 
To thee, good Lord, alone. 


No eye of man can penetrate 
Another’s secret mind, 

Nor well discern his own estate, 
Naked, and poor, and blind. 


The entrance of thy word gives light: 
Let it so shine within, 

That each may tremble at the sight 
Of his unbosomed sin. 


With godly sorrow make him grieve, 

_ Till hope spring out of grief, 

And ery with tears, “ Lord, I believe, 
Help thou mine unbelief.” 


Ah! then reveal thy pard’ning love, 
To young, to old, to all, 

And raise thy banished ones above 
The misery of their fall. 


As.sinners to thy house we came: 
As saints may we depart, 

In humbler, holier, happier frame © 
Of soul, and mind, and heart. 
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THE DAY OF GRACE. 


ANOTHER day, a day of grace 
Is given us from on high ; 
The sun rejoicing runs his race 
Of glory round the sky. , 


We love to hail him on the way, 
With healing in his wings, 
For every time he brings a day, 
A day of grace he brings ; — 


Of grace to weary ones, who sleep 
As homeless Jacob slept ; 

Of grace to penitents, who weep 
As fallen Peter wept ; — 


Grace, such as humble Mary moved 
To choose the better part, 

Saul’s slaughter-breathing zeal reproved, 
And opened Lydia’s heart. 


Such grace be ours, howe’er the past 
Have well or ill been spent ; 

To-day, — since this may be our last, — 
To-day let us repent. 


Now young and old, now great and small, 
Seek we our Saviour’s face, 

That each henceforth this day may call 
A day indeed of grace. 
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INVITATION TO SEEK THE BETTER COUNTRY 


Come, let us go to heaven ;— the way, 
Like darkness, opens into day, 

When from the turning-point of night, 
Breaks the first beam of morning light. 


Come, let us go to heaven ;— our guide 
Is Christ who lived, is Christ who died, 
And rose again; his staff and rod, 
Through life and death, will lead to God. 


Come, let us go to heaven ; — forsake 
Sin, earth, and hell, and gladly take 
His easy yoke, his pleasant load, 

And brave the dangers of the road. 


Come, let us go to heaven ; — and press 
On through the howling wilderness ; 
Yet fear not, little flock, though foes 
Without, within, your course oppose. 


Come, let us go to heaven, — no power, 

Not Satan roaring to devour, 

Nor all his hosts, can harm, for ye, 
Through Christ, shall more than conquerors be. 


Come, let us go to heaven ; — and meet 
Once and for ever, round his feet ; 

Yea, in Christ’s kingdom, as his own, 

Sit down with him upon his throne. 

Can these things: be ? — they are, are sure 


To all who to the end endure; 
VOL. V. 7 
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While unbelief cries, “ can they be ?” 
Come, let us go to heaven and see. 


oe 


THE IMAGE OF CHRIST. 


To me to live, let it be Christ, 
To me to die will then be gain, 

If here into his death baptized, 
His resurrection I attain. 


As he was in the world, let me, 
Born from above, my course fulfil; 
My meat, my drink, my business be 
To do my heavenly Father’s will. 


So, when he comes, with glory crowned, 
To claim his own, and seal them his, 


JL in his likeness shall be found, 


For I shall see him as he is. 


—p—— 


THE GRACE OF OUR LORD JESUS CHRIST. 


WE know the condescending grace 
Of our Lord Jesus Christ: — we know 
He came to seek and save our race 
From sin, and death, and endless woe. 


Rich ere the world began, — on earth 
Impoverished to retrieve our loss, 

And, from the manger at his birth, 
Exalted only to the cross. 
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Yet in that humble crib was he 
God in the flesh made manifest : 

And, on that ignominious tree, 
God over all, for ever blest. 


Then, at his manger let us meet, 
In spirit our Immanuel own, 

Or round the cross, beneath his feet, 
Hail him as on the Father’s throne. 


That throne and cross united here 
Time nor eternity can part, 

As one henceforth the twain appear, 
Seen only by the pure in heart: — 


The pure in heart, for they alone 
Can on the cross’s glory gaze, 

Where the Lamb slain amidst the throne 
Adoring saints and angels praise. 


—¢— 


“HIMSELF HE COULD NOT SAVE.” —Mark xy. 31. 


“ H[e saved others,” scorners cried, 
Beholding Jesus crucified ; 

“Ts this the Son of God with power? 
Lo, in his own afilictive hour, 
Himself he cannot save.” 


He was the Son of God with power, 
He “came unto that very hour ;” 
I'll joy in his reproach and shame, 
“He saved others;” I’ll exclaim, 

“ Himself he could not save.” 
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His agony and bloody sweat, 

His cross and passion paid my debt; 
He saved others when he fell, 

Yet, — who the mystery can tell? 
Himself he could not save. 


Love, love unthroned the Son of God; 
Love bruised him with the Father’s rod; 
Love gave, and love reclaimed his breath ; 
He saved others by his death ; 

Himself he could not save. 


Were love and Deity at strife ? 

No, — freely he resigned his life ; 
God freely sent him from above ; 
Love is of God, for God is love; 


Himself he could not save. 


Have I hope beyond the grave ; 

*T is this, himself he could not save; 
Hope full of immortality ; 

He saved others, saved me; 
Himself he could not save. 
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CHRIST JESUS OUR PATTERN IN DOING 


AND SUFFERING. 


Anp did the Son of God appear 

A man of toil and suffering here? 
Him let us then our pattern make, 
Who toiled and suffered for our sake. 
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Though holy, harmless, undefiled, 

He learned obedience, from a child ; 
Through youth in grace and wisdom grew, 
As man the tempter’s wiles o’erthrew. 


Glad tidings, when he went to preach, 
How mild and healing was his speech ! 
Though with authority he taught, 
And miracles of mercy wrought. 


Rebuke and scorn he meekly bore, 

The more reviled he loved the more ; 
Thus he delighted to fulfil 

Love’s law, — his heavenly Father’s will. 


O’er land and sea, whate’er the cost, 

He came to seek and save the lost; 

For this he hungered, thirsted, sighed, 
Watched, prayed and labored, lived and died. 
Taught by the Holy Spirit may we 

In all things like our pattern be; 

By his, our words and actions frame, 

And bear his cross, who bear his name. 


— 


THE POWER OF CHRIST’S RESURRECTION. 


Come see the place where Jesus lay, 
For he hath left his gloomy bed ; 
What angel rolled the stone away? 
What spirit brought him from the dead ? 


By his omnipotence he rose, 
By his own Spirit lived again, 
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To crush for ever all his foes, 
To raise for ever ruined men. 


Those who his image here partake, 

Though worms in dust their flesh consume, 
Shall sleep in Jesus, and awake 

To life eternal from the tomb. 


What shall restore a world from death, 
Where Satan holds his murderous reign ? 
Spirit of Jesus! with thy breath 
Shake the dry bones, revive the slain. 


Dead while they live are Adam’s race, 
By nature, since their Father’s fall ; 

But lo! the messengers of grace 
Proclaim the gospel-hope to all. 


Hear it ye dead, of every clime, 
Before the second death begins ; 

Come forth to this new life in time, 
This resurrection from your sins. 
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THE RESURRECTION. 


Mornine of the Sabbath day, 

O thou sweetest hour of prime ! 
Dart a retrospective ray 

O’er the eastern hills of time; 
Daybreak let my spirit see 
At the foot of Calvary. 


Joseph’s sepulchre is nigh ; 
Here the seal upon the stone, 
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There the sentinel, with eye, 
Star-like, fixed on that alone ; 

All around is calm and clear, 

Life and death keep Sabbath here. 


Bright and brighter, beam on beam, 
Now, like first created light, 

From the rock-cleft, gleam by gleam, 
Shoots athwart the waning night, 

Till the splendor grows intense, 

Overpowering mortal sense. 


Glory turns with me to gloom, 
Sight, pulsation, thought depart, 
And the stone that closed the tomb, 
Seems to lie upon my heart ; 
With that shock the vision flies ; 
Christ is risen ;— and I may rise : — 


Rise, like him, as from this trance, 
When the trumpet calls the just 
To the saints’ inheritance, 
From their dwellings in the dust : 
By thy resurrection’s power, 
Jesus, save me in that hour. 


Sabbath morning, hail to thee ; 

O thou sweetest hour of prime ! 
From the foot of Calvary, 

Now to Zion’s top I climb, 
There my risen Lord to meet, 
In his temple, at his feet. 
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“THIS DO IN REMEMBRANCE OF ME.” 
Luke xxii. 19. 


ACcoRDING to thy gracious word, 
In meek humility, 

This will I do, my dying Lord ! 
I will remember thee. | 


Thy body, broken for my sake, 
My bread from heaven shall be ; 
Thy testamental cup I take, 
And thus remember thee ! 


Gethsemane can I forget ? 
Or there thy conflict see, 
Thine agony and bloody sweat, 
And not remember thee ? 


When to the cross I turn mine eyes 
And rest on Calvary, 

O Lamb of God, my sacrifice ! 
I must remember thee : — 


Remember thee, and all thy pains, 
And all thy love to me; 

Yea,.while a breath, a pulse remains, 
Will I remember thee. 


And when these failing lips grow dumb, 
And mind and memory flee, 

When thou shalt in thy kingdom come, 
Jesus, remember me. 
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THE LORD’S SUPPER. 


Communion of my Saviour’s blood, 
In him to have my lot and part, 
To prove the virtue of that flood 
Which burst on Calvary from his heart ; 


To feed by faith on Christ, my bread, 
His body broken on the tree, 

To live in him, my living head, 
Who died, and rose again for me ; 


This be my joy and comfort here, 
This pledge of future glory mine: 
Jesus, in spirit now appear, 
And break the bread, and pour the wine. 


From thy dear hand, may I receive 
The tokens of thy dying love, 

And, while I feast on earth, believe 
That I shall feast with thee above. 


Ah! there, though in the lowest place, 
Thee at thy table could I meet, 

And see thee, know thee, face to face, 
For such a moment death were sweet. 


What then will their fruition be, 

Who meet in heaven with blest accord ? 
A moment ? — No, eternity ! 

They are for ever with-the Lord. 
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CHRIST IN THE MIDST OF HIS PEOPLE, 


On the first Christian Sabbath eve, 
When his disciples met, 

O’er his lost fellowship to grieve, 
Nor knew the Scriptures yet, 


Lo, in their midst his form was seen, 
The form in which he died, — 

Their Master’s marred and wounded mien, 
His hands, his feet, his side. 


Then were they glad their Lord to know, 
And worshipped, yet with fear ; 

Jesus, again thy presence show ; 
Meet thy disciples here. 


Be in our midst ; — let faith rejoice 
Our risen Lord to view, 

And make our spirits hear thy voice, 
Say, “ Peace be unto you.” 


Then, while we hearken, O unfold 
The Scriptures to our mind : 

Their mysteries let us now behold ; 
Their hidden treasures find. 


Thee it behooved to suffer thus, 
And to thy glory rise ; 

Instruct, confirm, and strengthen us, 
And make thy servants wise ; — 


Wise to win souls, may we reveal - 
Thy love to all around, 
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And in ourselves its influence feel 
Yet more and more abound. 


And while with thee, in social hours, 
We commune through thy word, 

May our hearts burn, and all our powers 
Confess, “It is the Lord.” 
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FOR ASCENSION DAY. 


[Paraphrased, in the original metre, from a Dutch hymn.] 


Praise the Lord through every nation ; 
His holy arm hath wrought salvation ; 
Exalt him on his Father’s throne: 
Praise your King, ye Christian legions, 
Who now prepares, in heavenly regions, 
Unfailing mansions for his own: 
With voice and minstrelsy, 
Extol his majesty ; 
Hallelujah ! 
His praise shall sound — all nature round, 
Where’er the race of man is found. 


God with God, dominion sharing, 
And man with man, our image bearing, 
Gentiles and Jews to him are given; 
Praise your Saviour, ransomed sinners, 
Of life, through him, immortal winners ; 
Nor longer heirs of earth but heaven: 
Oh! beatific sight, 
To view his face in light! 
Hallelujah ! 
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And while we see— transformed to be, 
From bliss to bliss eternally. 


Jesus, Lord, our Captain glorious ! 
O’er sin, and death, and hell victorious ; 
Wisdom and might to thee belong ; 
We confess, proclaim, adore thee, 
We bow the knee, we fall before thee, 
Thy love henceforth shall be our song; 
The cross meanwhile we bear, 
The crown ere long to wear ; 
Hallelujah ! 
Thy reign extend — world without end, 
Let praise from all to thee ascend. 
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THE PARTING OF CHRISTIAN FRIENDS. 


Once more to Bethany, — once more 
His little flock the Saviour led; 

And while their hearts and eyes ran o’er, 
These were the gracious words he said : — 


“ Go into all the world ;— proclaim 
Pardon throughout the rebel host ; 
Baptize believers in the name 
Of Father, Son, and Holy Ghost. 


“ Power shall be given you from on high ; 
The Father’s promise I will send; 

But tarry, for the hour is nigh ; 
Lo! I am with you to the end.” 
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Thus while he blesséd them, they saw 
A cloud that caught him from their view ; 
The heavens received him ; — dumb with awe, 
They gazed, they worshipped, and withdrew. 


Such was that parting ; — here we meet 
In fellowship of Christian love, 

And sit as at our Master’s feet, 
And hear him speaking from above. 


Lord Jesus! so thy servants teach, 
That when we from each other part, 

Our lips and lives to all may preach 
The gospel graven on our heart. 


—_@¢— 


THE DESCENT OF THE SPIRIT. —<Acts ii. 1—4. 


Lorp God, the Holy Ghost, 
In this accepted hour, 

As on the day of Pentecost, 
Descend in all thy power; 

We meet with one accord 
In our appointed place, 

And wait the promise of our Lord, 
The Spirit of all grace. 


Like mighty rushing wind 
Upon the waves beneath, 
Move with one impulse every mind, 
One soul, one feeling breathe: 
The young, the old inspire 
With wisdom from above; 
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And give us hearts and tongues of fire 
To pray, and praise, and love. 


Spirit of light, explore, 
And chase our gloom away, 
With lustre shining more and more 
Unto the perfect day : 
Spirit of truth, be thou 
In life and death our guide ; 
O Spirit of adoption, now 
May we be sanctified. 
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GIFTS. —1 Cor. xiii. 


Coup I command with voice or pen 
The tongues of angels and of men, 

A tinkling cymbal, sounding brass 

My speech and preaching would surpass ; 
Vain were such eloquence to me 
Without the grace of charity. 


Could I the martyr’s flame endure, 
Give all my goods to feed the poor ; 
Had I the faith from Alpine steep 

To hurl the mountain to the deep, 
What were such zeal, such power to me, 
Without the grace of charity ? 


Could I behold with prescient eye 
Things future as the things gone by; 
Could I all earthly knowledge scan, 
And mete out heaven with a span, 
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Poor were the chief of gifts to me 
Without the chiefest — charity. 


Charity suffers long, is kind, 

Charity bears a humble mind, 
Rejoices not when ills befall, 

But glories in the weal of all ; 

She hopes, believes, and envies not, 
Nor vaunts, nor murmurs o’er her lot. 


The tongues of teachers shall be dumb, 
Prophets discern not things to come, 
Knowledge shall vanish out of thought, 
And miracles no more be wrought, 
But charity shall never fail, 

Her anchor is within the veil. 


— 


BARNABAS. — Acts xi. 22-26. 


Or him the sacred record saith, 

He was a good man, full of faith, 
Who by the Holy Spirit led, 
Rejoiced to see the gospel spread : — 


Spread by the saints where’er they went 
From martyrdom to banishment ; 

The cross through every region bore, 
And more oppressed, prevailed the more. 


From doomed Jerusalem cast forth, 
Eastward and westward, south and north, 
On fertile field, and barren clod, 

They sowed the seed, the Word of God. 
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To heathen Antioch, when they came, 
And first received their Master’s name, 
They gloried in it, and bequeathed 

The inheritance to all that breathed : — 


To all that breathed by second birth, 
Children of God, though sons of earth, 
For “ Christians,” Christians such shall be 
Till time becomes eternity. 


Well then might Barnabas rejoice, 
And aid the work with heart and voice, 
For though by earth and hell assailed, 
The truth grew mighty and prevailed. 


Ye faithful souls, from age to age, 

Transmit your heavenly heritage, 

Christ’s easy yoke with meekness wear, 
And bear his cross whose name ye bear: — 
That all the living, in that day, 

When heaven and earth must pass away, 
Redeemed from sin, through grace restored, 
May be caught up to meet the Lord. 
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THE UNIVERSAL CHURCH. — Isa. lIxvi. 12, 23, 
Tuus saith the Lord, — “My church, to thee 
Peace, like a river, I will send; 
The Gentiles, in a stream, shall see 
My mercy flowing without end. 


The isles, that never heard my fame, 
Nor knew the glory of my might, 
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They shall be taught to fear my name, 
Called out of darkness into light. 


And it shall come to pass, that vows 
From Sabbath unto Sabbath day, 

From moon to moon, in mine own house, 
All nations, tribes, and tongues shall pay.” 


—¢—. 


THE LORD’S PRAYER. —II. 
Our Heavenly Father! hear 
The prayer we offer now ; 
Thy name be hallowed far and near, 
To thee all nations bow: 
Thy kingdom come; thy will 
On earth be done in love, 
As saints and seraphim fulfil 
Thy perfect law above. 


Our daily bread supply, 
While by thy word we live; 
The guilt of our iniquity, 
Forgive as we forgive ; 
From dark temptation’s power, 
From Satan’s wiles defend, 
Deliver in the evil hour, 
And guide us to the end. 


_ Thine then for ever be 
Glory and power divine ; 
The sceptre, throne, and majesty 
Of heaven and earth are thine: 
VOL. V. 8 
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Thus humbly taught to pray 
By thy beloved Son, 

Through him we come to thee, and say 
All for his sake be done! 


—~— 


PROVIDENCE AND GRACE. 


Lorp of all power and might! 
All want and weakness we, 

For food and raiment, life and light, 
Daily look up to thee. 


Thy providence commands 
The blessing from above 
Upon the labors of our hands, 

And offices of love. 


When low by sickness brought, 
Through frailty of the flesh, 

Amidst the travail of our thought, 
Thy: comforts us refresh. 


In darkness though we stray, 
Where tempted saints have trod, 

°T is good for us, like them to stay 
Our souls upon our God. 


In thee we live and move, 
And have our being still ; 

So teach thou us to know and prove, 
To choose and do thy will. 


Thy word, which cannot fail, 
Thy strength in weakness shown, 
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Thy grace, which ever must prevail, 
Shall make thy glory known. 


That glory be our aim, 
Our hope and crown of joy ; 
And to extol thy holy name, 
Our first, last, sole employ. 


—o— 


THE LIGHT-HOUSE. 


TuE light-house founded on a rock, 
Casts o’er the flood its radiant eye, 

Firm amidst ocean’s heaviest shock, 
Serene beneath the stormiest sky. 


Though winds and waters rage and foam, 
Though darkness lowers like Egypt’s night, 
Here peace and safety find a home ; 
In this small Goshen there is light. 


Nor for itself it stands alone, 
The seaman’s friend, it shines from far, 
As though an angel from fhe throne 
Came down to be his leading star. 


It warns to shun the breakers near, 
Smooth into port the vessel guides, 

Points where a wider course to steer, 
Shows how to ’scape conflicting tides. 


Thus built upon eternal truth, 
High in mid-heaven, o’er land and sea, 
Christ’s church holds forth to age and youth 
A beacon and a sanctuary. 
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Light, peace, and safety dwell within, 
Abroad ifs sunbright beams display, 

Clear from the rocks and shoals of sin, 
Through life and death, the one good way. 


te 


CHOOSING THE BETTER PART. 


Tue one thing needful be our choice, 
To sit at our Redeemer’s feet ; 

And meekly hearken to his voice, 
That still small voice divinely sweet. 


Divinely sweet, and yet of power 

To quell the tempest, calm the waves, 
And even in his expiring hour 

To rend the rocks, unclose the graves. 


Come unto me, all ye that mourn, 
Weary, hard Jaden, sore opprest ; 
Your griefs and sorrows I have borne, 

O come, and I will give you rest!” 


For us heaven’s glory he forsook ; 

To seek and save the lost he came; 
Himself our feeble nature took, 

Endured the cross, despised the shame. 


And shall we not for him forsake 

Earth’s toys, sin’s bondage, Satan’s snare, 
His cross, an easy yoke to take, 

His shame, a burden light, to bear? 


Ah! then be ours that better part, 
Which Mary chose, his words to hear, 
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And hide as treasures in our heart, 
Dearer than life itself is dear. 


—?— 


ACKNOWLEDGMENT THAT DIVINE PROVI- 
DENCE CHOOSES OUR LOT. 


Farner of lights! from whom alone, 
All good and perfect gifts descend ; 

To thee our utmost wants are known, 
To us thy benefits extend. 


Thy power, thy wisdom, and thy grace 
Bestowed our being, life, and breath, 

Fixed our condition, time and place, 
The moment of our birth — our death. 


Though poor our lot, thou didst not leave 
Thy children in their low estate, 

In helpless misery to grieve, 
Or frolic on the brink of fate. 


Thy servants took us by the hand, 

Led to the school, the church, and thee ; 
Surely in Britain’s chosen land, 

A goodly heritage have we. 


O may we know in this our day, 
The things of our eternal peace ! 

From strength to strength pursue our way ; 
In faith and holiness increase. 


Still with long suffering, goodness, truth, 
Conduct us through this vale of tears ; 
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With loving-kindness guard our youth, 
With tender mercies crown our years. 


—o— 


CHANGE AND PROGRESS IN NATURE AND 
GRACE. 


A RACE on earth, a race we run, 
And hold a prize in view, 

More bright than if we chased the sun 
Through heaven’s eternal blue. 


Changes we prove, and vanish soon, — 
Changes from youth to age, — ° 

Transient as those that shape the moon 
On her brief pilgrimage. 


Like constellations on their way, 
That meet the morning light, 
We travel up to higher day, 
We pass through deeper night. 


Their tasks the heavenly hosts fulfil, 
Ere long to shine their last ; 

We, if we do our Father’s will, 
Shall shine when they are past. 


Knit like the social stars in love, 
Fair as the moon, and clear 
As yonder sun, enthroned above, 

Christians through life appear. 


ORIGINAL HYMNS. 119 


PRAYER FOR POWER TO GIVE OUR HEARTS 
TO GOD. 


“My Son, give me thine heart, and let 
Thine eyes observe my ways!” 

Our hearts are thine, we own the debt — 
Happy the child that pays! 


But Lord! we cannot give, unless 
Thou take what is thine own; 

Come, then, our conquered hearts possess, 
Jn each erect thy throne. 


There wield thy sceptre, Prince of Peace, 
With kind and gentle sway, 

And may thy kingdom still increase, 
While Satan’s falls away. 


Where sin abounded, there let grace 
Abound yet more and more, 

Till life and freedom take the place 
Of bonds and death before. 


Thy word our law, thy will our choice, 
Thy fear all fear expel ; 

Thy joy our strength, let us rejoice 
With joy unspeakable. 


And O! to make us wholly thine, 
Thy perfect love impart ; 

Thus warm, illumine, raise, refine, 
And hallow every heart. 
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THE FELLOWSHIP OF THOSE WHO FEAR 
THE LORD. — Malachi iii. 16-18; iv. 1. 


WHEN those who feared the Lord of old 
Met oft, and spoke with one accord, 
A book was written, and enrolled 
Their faithful names before the Lord. 


They shall be mine, Jehovah said, 
And as a signet on my hand, 

A crown of glory for my head, 
Among my chosen jewels stand. 


And I will spare them in that day, 
Even as a father spares his son, 

When all the proud are swept away, - 
The wicked, root and branch, undone. 


Then shall my righteousness be shown ; 
Then, by their good or evil lot, 

The sinner and the saint be known, 
Who served the Lord, who served him not. 


Lord, we are taught thy name to fear, 
O may we tremble to offend ; 

Lord, we are taught to serve thee here, 
May we be faithful to the end. 


Our names are on thy church’s rolls, 
But in thy book our pardon write : 

Rich was the ransom of our souls, 
May they be precious in thy sight. 


es 
ef a. 


t a ser? A 
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RECEPTION INTO CHURCH FELLOWSHIP. —I. 


Come in, thou blessed of the Lord, 
Stranger nor foe art thou; 

We welcome thee with warm accord, 
Our friend, our brother now. 


The hand of fellowship, the heart 
Of love, we offer thee ; 

Leaving the world, thou dost but part 
From lies and vanity. 


The cup of blessing which we bless, 
The heavenly bread we break, 

(Our Saviour’s blood and righteousness,) 
Freely with us partake. 


In weal or woe, in joy or care, 
Thy portion shall be ours ; 
Christians their mutual burden share, 
They lend their mutual powers. 


Come with us, we will do thee good, 
As God to us hath done, 

Stand but in him, as those have stood, 
Whose faith the victory won. 


And when by turns we pass away, 
As star by star grows dim, 
May each, translated into day, 
Be lost and found in him. 
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RECEPTION INTO CHURCH FELLOWSHIP. — IL. 


Heap of thy church, her glorious head 
Bought with thy blood upon the tree, 
The fulness of thy blessing shed 
On thine assembled family. 


For thee, accounting all things loss, 
This evil world we would forsake, 
And glorying only in thy cross, — 
Thy joy and sufferings both partake. 


Oh! gather in, from east to west, 
From north to south, oh! gather in 

Thine own elect, and give them rest, 
‘Within thy sanctuary, from sin. 


Him whom we now as thine receive, 
Thyself confess before the throne ; 

So may he with the heart believe, 
And live and die to thee alone. ° 


On him in loving-kindness look, 
And while his name we here record, 
Inscribe it in thine own blest book 
Among the ransomed of the Lord. 


— 


SYMBOLS OF CHRISTIAN FELLOWSHIP. 


Unton of faith, and hope, and love, 
Union of heart, and soul, and mind, 
Affections fixed on things above, 
As one on earth, God’s children bind. 
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Stones, built on Christ, the corner stone, 
A spiritual temple, lo! they rise, 

While sweet ascends, before the throne, 
Praise in perpetual sacrifice. 


Branches in Christ, the one true vine, 
Nourished by him alone they thrive ; 

From him the leaf, the fruit, the wine, 
Each in its season, all derive. 


Members of Christ, the church’s head, 
Who lives himself through every limb, 
To sin, the world, and Satan dead, 
Their life in God is hid with him. 


Thus young and old, thus great and small, 
O might their multitude increase ! — 

Who Christ their Lord and Master call, 
Whate’er their lot — in him have peace. 


ee 


FELLOW TRAVELLERS ON HEAVEN’S 
HIGHWAY. 


Come on, companions of our way, 
Who travel to eternal day 
Through this poor world of night ; 
Give to the Lord, in noble songs, 
The praise that to his name belongs, 
As children of the light. 


Called out of darkness, by his voice, 
Be that clear shining path our choice, 
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Which Christ our Captain trod ! 
Whether with flowers and fragrance crowned, 
Or thorns and thistles interwound, 

It leads the soul to God. 
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Though pilgrims in a vale of woes, 

Thick-strown with snares, and thronged with foes ; 
Since Jesus journeyed through, 

Plant but your steps where his have prest 

The ground once curst, — that ground now blest, 
Is heaven’s highway for you. 


To heaven, to heaven then march we on, 

Go where our conquering Lord hath gone! 
Thus where he 7s, shall we 

In joy behold him face to face, 

And, changed by glorifying grace, 
Resemble him we see. 


—o— 


THE BOND OF THE COMMUNION OF SAINTS. 


Tue grace of Jesus Christ our Lord, 

- The Father’s love, with sweet accord, 
The Holy Ghost’s communion be 
Our bond of peace and amity. 


Our fellowship on earth begun, 

Be with the Father and the Son; 

And may the Holy Spirit’s might, 

Our souls as one man’s seul, unite. 
Then to the church, the Saviour’s pride, 
Our hearts’ affections be allied; 
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And these, like his, the sinner’s friend, 
To all for whom he died, extend. 


So may we, like the saints above,’ 
Live in an element of love, 

And every fruit in season show, 
Of faith, hope, charity below. 


Till, as these frames return to dust, 
Our reasoning souls among the just, 
Shall with the Lord our God be found 
In life’s eternal bundle bound. 


—_—_e—- 


WORKING THE WORKS OF GOD. 


Work while it is to-day! 
This was our Saviour’s rule ; 
With docile minds let us obey, 
As learners in his school. 


We, as he did, should do, 

Who practised what he taught ; 
By precept and example too 

Our Master spake and wrought. 


To work the works of God, 
Was his divine employ, 

And we must tread the path he trod, 
Or enter not his joy. 


The night will come full soon, 
Life’s day with morn may end; 
While many a sun goes down ere noon, 
. Few to their west descend. 
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Lord, Christ, we humbly ask 
Of thee the power and will, 

With fear and meekness, every task 
Of duty to fulfil. 


Our own salvation be 
Our first and constant aim, 

Then far and wide, o’er land and sea, 
Glad tidings to proclaim. 


At home by word and deed, 
Adorn redeeming grace, 

And sow abroad the precious seed 
Of truth in every place. 


That thus the wilderness 
May blossom like the rose, 

And trees spring up of righteousness, 
Where’er life’s river flows. 


For thee our all to spend, 
Still may we watch and pray, 
And persevering to the end, 
Work while it is to-day. 


ee 


“VALIANT FOR THE TRUTH.” | 


Ficut the good fight; lay hold 
Upon eternal life ; 
Keep but thy shield, be bold, a 
Stand through the hottest strife; * 
Invincible while in the field, 
Thou canst not fail, unless thou yield. 
> 


2 
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No force of earth or hell, 

- Though fiends with men unite, 

Truth’s champion can compel, 
However pressed, to flight ; 

Invincible upon the field, 

He cannot fall, unless he yield. 


Apollyon’s arm may shower 

Darts thick as hail, and hide 
Heaven’s face, as in the hour, 

When Christ on Calvary died ; 
No powers of darkness in the field © 
Can tread thee down, unless thou yield. 


‘Trust in thy Saviour’s might ; 
Yea, till thy latest breath, 
Fight, and like him in fight, 
By dying conquer death ; 
And all-victorious in the field, 
Then with thy sword, thy spirit yield. 
Great words are these, and strong ; 
Yet Lord, I look to thee, 
To whom alone belong 
Valor and victory : 
With thee, my Captain in the field, 
I must prevail, I cannot yield. 


—_oe—. 


FOR SPIRITUAL HELP AND HEALTH. 


Lorp! give us ears to hear 
What thy good Spirit saith, 
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With reverence and with godly fear, - 
With meekness and with faith ; 
That so, the joyful sound, 
Our willing minds may learn, 
And, where iniquities abound, 
Things excellent discern. 


Lord, give us eyes to see 
The wonders of thy law, 
Its justice, truth, and purity ; 
That touched with holy awe, 
Conscience no longer dumb, 
Sin’s guilt and curse may own; 
Then from the storm of wrath to come, 
Cling to the cross alone. 


Lord, give us hearts to feel 
The bliss of pardoning love, 

The Spirit’s witness, and the seal 
Of sonship from above; 

So shall our lips express, 
So in our actions shine, . 

The beauty of true holiness, - 
The proof that we are thine. 


—_—?-— 


THE CHANGE OF HEART. 


Wuar is our life? — a breath, a span, 
A spark struck out, then lost in night; 
Amidst thy works, Lord, what is man, 
That thou in him shouldst take delight? 
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Thou self-existent, thou alone, — 
Father of endless ages art! 

Earth is thy footstool, heaven thy throne, 
Yet scorn’st thou not a broken heart. 


That drear and desolate domain, 
By evil spirits long possest, 

Will bloom like Eden in thy reign 
Of love and joy, of peace and rest. 


Oh! wouldst thou deign to visit mine, 
With thy sweet presence fill the place, 

How would that new creation shine, 
With all the glory of thy grace! 


Then life no more a breath would be, 
A span, a spark, absorbed in night, 
‘Life would be immortality, 
And darkness everlasting light. 


eC oe 


THE GOOD SHEPHERD AND HIS FLOCK. 


To-pay the Lord our Shepherd leads 
To living streams his little flock, 

In green and flowery pastures feeds, 
And shades at noon beneath the rock. 


To-day we hear our Shepherd’s voice, 
And gladly answer to his call ; 
- For him, unseen, our hearts rejoice, 
Who knows, and names, and loves us all. 
VOL. V. 9 
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Far from his fold we went astray ; 
The howling wilderness he crossed, 

From Satan plucked us as a prey, 
Nor spared himself to save the lost. 


Beneath his eye no vain alarms, 

No ravening wolves our walks infest ; 
The lambs he gathers in his arms, 

And bears the feeble on his breast. 


By him conducted, though we tread 
Death’s valley, darkening on the view, 
No evil there our spirits dread, 
His rod and staff will guard us through. 


When the Chief Shepherd shall appear, 
And small and great before him stand, 
Oh! be the flock, assembling here, 
Found with the sheep on his right hand. 


he 
. 


WATCH AND PRAY. — Mark xiv. 38. 


Ovr Saviour’s words are “ Watch and Pray:” 
Lord, make us willing to obey ; 

Lord, make us able to fulfil 

Thy counsel — give both power and will. 


The wisdom from above impart, 

To keep our hand, and tongue, and heart, 
In thought, word, deed, — that so we may 
Pray whilst we watch, watch while we pray. 


Lest while we watch, and fear no snare, 
We fall into neglect of prayer ; 
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Or, while we pray, and watch not, sin 
Creep like a subtil serpent in. 


When by an evil world beset, 
Allurements smile, or terrors threat, 
Well may we watch our Master’s eye, 
And pray for faith to fight or fly. 


Our strength be his omnipotence, 
His truth our sole and sure defence, 
His grace will aid the feeble saint 
To watch and pray, and never faint. 


For he who hath commanded thus, 

Oft watched and prayed on earth for us ; 
And still with interceding love, 

Watches and prays for us above. 


—_— 


GRACE AND GLORY. 


Tue Lord will grace and glory give 
To those who humbly seek his face ; 
We live for glory while we live, 
And seek it in the paths of grace, 


For grace is glory here begun, 

And till the heavenly prize is won, 

The Christian finds, through all his race, 
That grace is glory, glory grace. 
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THE CHRISTIAN GRACES. —1 Cor. xiii. 13. 


F'aitH, hope, and charity, — these three, 
Yet is the greatest charity ! 

Father of lights, these gifts. impart 

To mine and every human heart: — 


Faith, that in prayer can never fail, 
Hope, that o’er doubting must prevail, 
And charity, whose name above 

Is God’s own name, for “ God is love.” 


The morning star is lost in light, 

Faith vanishes at perfect sight ; 

The rainbow passes with the storm, 
And hope with sorrow’s fading form: —. 


But charity, serene, sublime, 

Beyond the range of death and time, 
Like the blue sky’s all-bounding space, 
Holds heaven and earth in its embrace. 


—e— 


CHRIST IN VARIOUS CHARACTERS. 


FatHer! reveal thy Son in me, 
To my soul’s eye, unclouded ; 
The fulness of the Deity, 
In mortal semblance shrouded, 
When, for a name o’er every name, 
’ He bore the cross, despised the shame, 
And rose — the world’s Redeemer. 
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Him then as mine, may I confess, 
With all my powers adore him, 
And, as the Lord my Righteousness, 
Most humbly walk before him, 
Hail him, mine Advocate, on high 

Extol his priesthood, and rely 
Upon his sole atonement. 


All things for him, may I forsake ; 
In poverty and weakness, 

His gentle burden on me take, 
And wear his yoke with meekness ; 

So shall I find in labor rest, 

In suffering, peace, — of Christ possessed 
In me the hope of glory. 


—_¢— 


RENEWAL IN THE IMAGE OF CHRIST. 


Dust and ashes, sin and guilt, — 
Christ, for me thy blood was spilt ; 
Cleanse thou me from guilt and sin; 
Make me pure without, within ; 
Soul and body, at thy word, 

Be to saving health restored. 


Flesh and blood, this mortal frame ; 
Thou wert pleased to wear the same ; 
Though thy nature was divine, 

Thou didst condescend to mine ; 

Let me, for thy mercy’s sake, 

Thy divinity partake. 
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From the ruins of the fall, 

Me to grace and glory call: 

Me, O Lord my righteousness ! 
With thine image re-impress ; 
Thou didst stoop to earth for me ; 
Raise me up to heaven with thee. 


oes 


THE WALK OF FAITH. 


Hums iy, my God, with thee I walk, 
And sweet communion hold ; 

With thee in my soul’s silence talk, 
And all my heart unfold. 


But what a heart for thee to look 
Into its depths, and read, 
As in the volume of a book, 
The thoughts which thence proceed! 


Its vain imaginations, vain 
Affettions and desires, 

Its thirst for glory, grandeur, gain, 
False hopes, false fears, false fires :— 


These would I not from thee conceal, 
Nor thus myself deceive ; 

No, grant me, Lord, my sins to feel, 
To feel them and to grieve : — 


Grieve, and with penitence confess, 
Till thou art pleased to show 
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Mercy on my unrighteousness, 
And give me joy for woe. 


How blest my: lot no tongue can tell, 
If such my walk might be, 

As seeing thee, invisible, 
For ever seeing me. 


— 


THE SURRENDER OF THE HEART. 


Upon thine altar, Lord, I lay 
My poor, my only sacrifice ; 
Thou wilt not turn thy face away, 
Wilt not a broken heart despise. 


Though hard as stone, cold as the clod, 
Mine, — for thy tender mercies’ sake, 
Not with the vengeance of thy rod, 
But by thy loving-kindness break, 


Break it, and bind it, wound and heal, 
Yea kill to make alive again ; 
Impress it with thy Spirit’s seal, 
The sacrifice were perfect then. 


Perfect, yet all unworthy still : 
But while in Jesus I believe, 

Who came on earth to do thy will, 
From his dear hands my gift receive. 


Receive it, with his blood bedewed, 
Receive it, offered with his prayers, 
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And, in thine image thus renewed, 
Enroll me with thy kingdom’s heirs. 


oe 
SELF-KNOWLEDGE. 


THINE eye, Lord God, alone can see 
The soul through every secret part ; 
The mystery of iniquity | 
Hid in the hollow of man’s heart. 


Myself unto myself reveal, 
Light let me see in thy pure light ; 
The eye of unbelief unseal, 
Change doubt to faith, and faith to ante 


By card vision to discern 
The misery of my fallen estate, 

And from that sad disclosure learn 
Life’s hardest lesson, ere too late: — 


Life’s hardest lesson, but its best! 
The source of all my ills to trace 
Through the dark windings of my breast, 
Or in the world’s deceitful face. 


How long, how far on pilgrimage | 
To Zion have I feigned to go, | 

Yet went astray at every stage, 
Snared or smit down by every foe! 


Now, a poor wayworn traveller, 

With slower speed, and failing strength 
At every step I fear to err, 

And be a cast-away at length, 
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Thou light, that lightenest every one 

Who toils through this bewildering path, 
Shine on my soul, that I may shun 

The broad, dark, downward road to wrath. 


So let that narrow path be mine, 
Which, level as the morning ray, 
Like it, shall upward tend, and shine, 
From earth’s faint dawn to heaven’s full day. 


oe 


SELF-DISCOVERIES. 


Lorp, when we search the human heart, 
We find a fallen world within ; 

There is no health in any part, 
Sin reigns throughout, and death by sin. 


Large provinces are pagan still, 
- Where other lords dominion share ; 
Idols of mind, affection, will, 

The power of darkness triumphs there. 


Here, the false prophet’s wild domains, 
Where lust, and cruelty, and hate, 

With baleful passions fire the veins, 
And seal the conscience up in fate. 


*Midst all, the stubborn, stiff-necked Jew, 
Blind, like his kindred, prone to roam, 

Denies the Saviour whom he slew, 
Mammon his God, and earth his home. 


The smallest portion of the whole 
Some beams of heavenly truth pervade ; 
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Slowly the day-spring o’er the soul 


Breaks through the fogs of nature’s shade. 


I know a bosom, which within 
Contains the world’s sad counterpart ; 
*T is here, — the reign of death and sin ; 
O God! evangelize my heart ! 


Then will I strive through earth’s whole round, 
Thy name, thy knowledge to diffuse ; 

And send the Gospel’s joyful sound 
To pagans, infidels, and Jews. 


From Christian hearts divinely changed, 
Were the world’s likeness thus to part, 

That world, from God no more estranged, 
Would soon be like the Christian’s heart. 


——§ 


“T HAVE SINNED AGAINST THE LORD.” 
2 Sam. xii. 13. 


I rert the God of truth and light, 

I left the God who gave me breath, 
To wander in the wilds of night, 

And perish in the snares of death. 


Sweet was his service, and his yoke 
Was light and easy to be borne ; 
Through all his bands of love I broke, 
I cast away his gifts with scorn. 


I danced in folly’s giddy maze, 
And drank the sea, and chased the wind; 
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But falsehood lurked in all her ways, 
Her laughter left remorse behind. 


I dreamed of bliss in pleasure’s bowers, 
While pillowing roses stayed my head; 
But serpents hissed among the flowers ; 
I woke, and thorns were all my bed. 


In riches, when I sought for joy, 

And placed in sordid gain my trust, 
I found that gold was all alloy, 

And worldly treasure — fleeting dust. 


I wooed ambition, climbed the pole, 

And shone among the stars, — but fell, 
Headlong in all my pride of soul, 

Like Lucifer, from heaven to hell. 


Heart-broken, friendless, poor, cast down, 
Where shall the chief of sinners fly, 
Almighty Vengeance! from thy frown — 

Eternal Justice! from thine eye? 


Lo, through the gloom of guilty fears, 
My faith discerns a dawn of grace ; 

The Sun of Righteousness appears 
In Jesus’ reconciling face. 


My suffering, slain, and risen Lord, 
In sore distress I turn to thee, 
I claim acceptance on thy word, 
My God! my God! forsake not me. 


Prostrate before the mercy seat, 
I dare not, if I would, despair ; 





140 ORIGINAL HYMNS. 


None ever perished at thy feet, 
And I will lie for ever there. 


— i 


“O SAVE ME FOR THY MERCIES’ SAKE.” 
Paswieawt 


Mercy alone can meet my case ; 
For mercy, Lord, I ery ; 

Jesus! Redeemer! show thy face 
In mercy, or I die. 


Save me, for none beside can save ; | 
At thy command I tread, | 
With failing step, life’s stormy wave ; 

The wave goes o’er my head. 


i 


I perish, and my doom were just ; 
But wilt thou leave me? No: 

I hold thee fast, my hope, my trust, 
I will not let thee go. 


Still sure to me thy promise stands, 
And ever must abide ; 

Behold it written on thy hands, 
And graven in thy side. 


To this, this only, will I cleave, 
Thy word is all my plea ; 

Thy word is truth, and I believe: 
Have mercy, Lord, on me. 
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THE ASSURANCE OF HOPE. — Isaiah liv. 10. 


“THE mountains shall depart, 

The hills shall be removed, 
Faithful, O Lord! thou art, 
Faithful hast ever proved, 

And faithful to eternity, 

Thy word of promise stands to me. 


“That blessed word I prove, 

I know thee as thou art; 

Thy kindness will not move, 

Nor can thy truth depart ; 

With me, thy covenant of peace 

Is sealed, is sure, and shall not cease.” 


Thus may the mourner say 

In the dark hour of grief, 

When the first trembling ray 

Of comfort darts relief 

Into the dungeon of his soul, 

Till love, joy, peace, illume the whole. 


Down, then, the dungeon falls, 
A palace straight upsprings, 
Salvation guards the walls, 
And lo! the King of kings 
. Enters with all his glorious train, 
For ever in that soul to reign. 
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THE FIRST OF ALL THE COMMANDMENTS. 


Mark xii. 30. 


I witt love the Lord; for he 
From eternity loved me ; 

I will love the Lord, who gave 

His own Son my soul to save, 

And sends down, in love divine, 
His good Spirit to strive with mine. 


I will love the Son; for he 
Loved, and gave himself for me ; 
I will love him on his cross, 

And for him count all things loss ; 
I will love him on his throne, 
When I know as I am known. 


I will love the Spirit; for he 
Deigns in love to dwell with me ; 
I will love him on my knees, 
Helping mine infirmities, 

Till, my joyful lips record 

“ Abba, Father!” “Jesus, Lord!” 


Thee, o’er all for ever blest, 

One, true, only God confest, 

I would love, with heart and mind, 

Soul and strength ;—— but what can bind, — 
O my God! my love to thee ! 

This alone, thy love to me. 
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FOR PEACE OF MIND. — Job xxiii. 3, 4, 10, 16. 


O tuat [ knew where I might find 
My righteous Judge’s seat, 

To pour out all my troubled mind 
In prayer before his feet ! 


Not with the thunder of thy power 
Wouldst thou against me plead ; 

No, thy good Spirit, in that hour, 
For me would intercede. 


For me, thy Son himself would pray, 
Thy well-beloved Son ; 

Father ! thou couldst not turn away 
From thine anointed one. 


Thine own unutterable grace, 
Thy love, — thy love to me, 
Constrain me thus to seek thy face, 
And cast my cares on thee. 


Hear, then, the voice of my desire, 
My griefs, my fears behold ; 

Search me and try me, as with fire, 
And bring me forth like gold. 


Lord! thou hast troubled my repose, 
Thy chastisements I feel; ~ 

Thine hand hath touched my heart —it glows, 
It melts, — impress thy seal. 


Stamp thine own image on my soul, 
Lift from the dust mine head ; 
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Lord! thou hast wounded, —make me whole ; 
Hast slain, — now raise the dead. 


—e— 


IN AFFLICTION. 


“FatTHER! thy will, not mine, be done! ” 
So prayed on earth thy suffering Son , 
So, in his name I pray: 
The spirit fails, the flesh is weak ; 
Thy help in agony I seek; 
O! take this cup away. 


If such be not thy sovereign will, 
Thy wiser purpose then fulfil; 
My wishes I resign, 
Into thine hands my soul commend, 
On thee for life or death depend; 
Thy will be done, not mine. 


— 


SURRENDER OF ALL TO GOD. 


Bopy and soul to thee I give, 
As a thank-offering free, 

Living, —to thee, my God, to live, 
Dying, — to die to thee. 


Then shall my tongue confess 
The virtue of thy name, 

My heart believe to righteousness, 
My life thy love proclaim. 
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Yea, death itself shall be 
My passport of release, 

And the grave’s vaunted victory, 
The sign and seal of peace, — 


The end of mortal strife ; 
In Jesus I shall sleep, 

Who, till I wake to endless life, 
My soul will safely keep. 


Sing — blessed are the dead, 
Who from their labors rest, 

Through him who was their life, their head, 
Of perfect bliss possest. 


a ae 


A COMPLAINT. 


IN spirit when I took my flight 
Above the mount, to see 

My Lord transfigured in the light 
Of his own Deity : — 


I cried, not knowing what I said, 
“?*T is good to tarry here!” 

But, when the heavenly vision fled, 
Transport gave way to fear. 


No longer counting all things loss, 
To glory in his name, 
I thought it hard to bear the cross, 
Hard to despise the shame. 
VOL. V. 10 
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Ah! thus, my soul, it should not be ; 
Lord Jesus! hear my prayer ; 
Give me a heart to follow thee 
All times, and everywhere. 


Let but thy presence with me go, 
Thy love be my delight, 

Then shall I walk, through weal or woe, 
By faith, and not by sight. 


—~— 


DESPONDENCY. 


Hix wilt thou keep in perfect peace, 
Whose mind is stayed on thee ; 
Me, Lord, from pining care release, 

And vain perplexity. 


Tis not the bleeding wounds of grief, 
Whose anguish I bemoan ; 

An evil heart of unbelief, 
A cold, hard heart of stone ;— 


O’er this, in loneliness, I wake, 
And darkness to be felt, 

Since Sinai’s thunders cannot break, 
Nor Calvary’s sufferings melt. 


Uncheered with hopes, unawed by fears, 
All comfort banished hence, 

O for a burst of contrite tears ! 
A pang of penitence! 


O for one grain of saving faith, 
Upspringing in my breast ! 
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“ Come unto me,” my Saviour saith, 
* And I will give thee rest.” 


I hear, I know the joyful sound ; 
I fly that call to meet, 

And find, what all who sought have found, 
Rest at his blessed feet. 


—~¢——— 


THE IMAGE OF GOD. 


FATHER of eternal grace, 
Glorify thyself in me: 
Meekly beaming in my face, 
May the world thine image see. 


Happy only in thy love, 
Poor, unfriended, or unknown, 
Fix my thoughts on things above, 
Stay ‘my heart on thee alone. 


Humble, holy, all-resigned, 
To thy will, — thy will be done; 
Give me, Lord, the perfect mind 
Of thy well-beloved Son. 


Counting gain and glory loss, 

May I tread the path he trod, 
Die with Jesus on the cross, 

Rise with him to thee, my God! 
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PSALM CIX. 21; Micah vi. 9. 


SwEET is thy mercy, O my God! 
When humbled at thy feet, 

I learn the lessons of thy rod, 
Thy mercy, Lord, is sweet. 


For thou dost not in wrath chastise, 
But when I go astray, 

“ Return,” a voice behind me cries, 
“ Walk here ; — this is the way.” 


‘Impatient of thine easy yoke, 


If heedless yet I roam, 
Some sharp affliction, with a stroke 
Of kindness, warns me home. 


That godly sorrow then I feel, 
Which nothing can control, 

Until the. hand that wounded, heal, 
That bruised me, make me whole. 


As, at thy word, the winds and waves 
From ocean warfare cease ; 

That word my soul from shipwreck saves, 
Thy presence brings me peace. 


“ Sweet is thy mercy, O my God!” 
’T is transport to repeat, 

When thou hast thrown aside the rod, 
“Thy mercy, Lord, is sweet!” 





ORIGINAL HYMNS. ° 149 


FOR DIVINE PROTECTION ON A DAY’S 
JOURNEY. 


I TAKE the journey of a day, 
Thy sun, Lord, gives me light ; 
The moon and stars, thy voice obey, 
And watch me through the night. 


For mercies every hour bestowed 
Unceasing thanks are due ; 

Now, ’midst the dangers of the road, 
Lord, bring me safely through. 


Upheld by thine Almighty arm, 
And guided by thine eye, 

Storms cannot crush, nor lightnings harm, 
Sickness nor plague come nigh. 


Thou art thy people’s sun and shield, 
Their glory and defence ; 

All elements allegiance yield 
To sovereign Providence. 


But not in Providence alone 
The Godhead’s footsteps shine, 

In grace are mightier wonders shown, 
Of love and power divine. 


As these thus far on pilgrimage, 
My lengthened course attend, 

So may they lead me stage by stage, 
To mine appointed end. 


When all my journeyings here must cease, 
And life no more shall be; 
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Lord, let me then depart in peace, 


From every thing but thee. 
ef 


PRAYERS ON PILGRIMAGE. —I. 


In the hour of trial, 
Jesus, pray for me, 
Lest, by base denial, 
I depart from thee : 
When thou seest me waver, 
With a look recall, 
Nor, for fear or favor, 
Suffer me to fall. 


_ With its witching pleasures, 
Would this vain world charm, 
Or its sordid treasures, 
Spread to work me harm; 
Bring to my remembrance 
Sad Gethsemane, 
Or, in darker semblance, 
Cross-crowned Calvary. 


If, with sore affliction, 
Thou in love chastise, 
Pour thy benediction 
On the sacrifice ; 
Then, upon thine altar, 
Freely offered up, 
Though the flesh may falter, 
Faith shall drink the cup. 
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When in dust and ashes, 

To the grave I sink, 
While heaven’s glory flashes 
O’er the shelving brink, 

On thy truth relying, 
Through that mortal strife, 
Lord, receive me, dying, 
To eternal life. 


—_+—. 


PRAYERS ON PILGRIMAGE.— “LORD HELP 


ME.”’— Matt. xv. 25. — II. 


Buzssep be thy name, 

Jesus Christ !— the same 
Yesterday, to-day, for ever, 

What from thee my soul shall sever, 
While I hear thy voice, 

And in thee rejoice? 


Guide me with thine eye; 

Warn to fight or fly, 

When the foe, a lion raging, 

Or, with serpent guile assuaging, 
Comes in wrath to tear, 

Or by fraud ensnare. 


Hold me with thine hand, 

For by faith I stand ; 

On thy strength my sole reliance, 
In thy truth my whole affiance ; 
Then where’er I roam, 

I am travelling home. 
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Lord, thy word is light ; 

Led by it aright, 

When a pilgrim, like my fathers, 
Life’s last shadow round me gathers, 
May its brightening ray | 
Shine to perfect day. 


With my latest breath, 
Overcoming death, 

From the body disencumbered, 
With thy saints in glory numbered, 
Jesus,may Ibe | 

Found in peace with thee. 


isan eee 


THE HERITAGE OF THE LORD’S PEOPLE. 


Rev. xxi. 5—7. 


“He that overcomes through me, 
Shall an heir of all things be, 

I his God, and he my Son,” 
Saith the true and Holy One. 


What an heritage were this ! 

An eternity of bliss, 

Heaven below and heaven above, 
O the miracle of love! 


“ Abba! Father!” then might I 
Through the Holy Spirit ery ; 

Heir of God, with Christ joint-heir, 
Grace and glory called to share. 
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Can a worm such gifts receive ? 
Fear not, faint not, but believe, 
He who gave his Son, shall he 
Any good withhold from thee ? 


Know that thus the Father willed, 
Thus the Son his task fulfilled, 
That the Holy Ghost might thus 
Dwell —the Deity in us. 

Amen! true and faithful One, 

So in me thy work be done ; 


Into nothing let me fall, 
Thou, my God, be all in all. 


——¢—— 


FOR DIVINE MANIFESTATIONS. 


Hip in the rock-cleft, let me stand, 
While thou art passing by, 

But from the glory, with thine hand, 
Lord, screen me, or I die. 


On Sinai thy pavilion spread, 
Speak from the fire to me, 

If trembling I may turn my head 
To noon-dark Calvary. 


Come with the whirlwind, earthquake, flame, 
Yet shall my soul rejoice, 

To hear them followed by thy name, 
Told in the still small voice. 


Be mercy mingled with the cup, 
My father gives to drink, 
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Lest over-sorrow swallow up 
The spirit prone to sink. 


And when, before the great white throne, 
With all the human race, 

I stand, as though I stood alone, 
My God, may I find grace! 


——¢— 


THE BELIEVER’S SURE TRUST. — Hab. iii. 17, 18. 


Tuovueu the fig-tree’s blossom fail, 
And the vines should bring no fruit ; 
Though the olive, smit with hail, 
Cast its foliage round the root; 
Though the fields should yield no meat,’ 
And the herds forsake the stall, 
In the folds no flocks should bleat 
At the shepherd’s well-known call : — 


Yet will I in God rejoice, 
In Jehovah I will trust, 
And extol, with heart and voice, 
His salvation from the dust ; 
He can raise my fallen head, 
He can all my sickness cure ; 
God will give his children bread, 
And their water shall be sure. 


——¢— 


THE STILL SMALL VOICE. —2 Kings xix. 11, 12. 
Tue wind that brake the rocks, and rent 
The mountains in its path; 
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The earthquake: and the fire that went 
Before the Lord in wrath, 

Came not as spoilers to the prey, 

But heralds to prepare his way. 


Himself the still small voice made known, 
In all his power and grace ; 

So be to me his mercy shown, 
Terror to love give place: 

Then will I hide my face, and stay 

To hear what God the Lord will say. 


——o-—— 


THE CHURCH MILITANT LEARNING THE 
CHURCH TRIUMPHANT’S SONG. 


Sive@ we the song of those who stand 
Around the eternal throne, 

Of every kindred, clime, and land, 
A multitude unknown. 


Life’s poor distinctions vanish here ; 
To-day the young, the old, 

Our Saviour and his flock appear 
One Shepherd and one fold. 


Toil, trial, suffering, still await. 
On earth the pilgrim-throng, 

Yet learn we, in our low estate, 
The church triumphant’s song. 


“Worthy the Lamb for sinners slain,” 
Cry the redeemed above, 
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“ Blessing and honor to obtain, 
And everlasting love.” 


“ Worthy the Lamb!” on earth we sing, 
'“ Who died our souls to save; 
Henceforth, O Death! where is thy sting? 
Thy victory, O Grave ?” 


Then, Hallelujah! power and praise 
To God in Christ be given; 

May all who now this anthem raise 
Renew the strain in heaven! 


—— > 


PSALM XCVI.1, 2. 


SING a new song unto the Lord ; 
His mercies, every morning new, 

His truth and faithfulness record ; 
Give to our God the glory due. 


God is the Lord; around his throne 
In heaven, adoring seraphim, 

And ransomed saints, ascribe alone 
All power, might, majesty, to him. 


On earth his church impregnable, 

Built on the rock of ages, stands, 
And yet, against the gates of hell, 

Shall send salvation through all lands. 





Thou, by whose word the worlds were made, 
In wisdom and in goodness framed, 

By every creature be obeyed, 
By every tongue thy praise proclaimed. 
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‘ Let Britain’s children, most of all 
Beholden for their lot of grace, 
Rejoice to hear their Saviour’s call, 
And seek their heavenly Father’s face. 


So the new song we now begin 
Shall never cease while we have breath, 
Through him who suffered for our sin, 
And by his death abolished death, 


——~— 


FOR THE CENTENARY JUBILEE OF A 
CHRISTIAN CHURCH. 


Now in holy convocation, 
Hands, and hearts, and voices raise, 
In one hymn of jubilation, 
To our great Redeemer’s praise ; 
“ Ebenezer!” 
He hath led us all our ways. 


“Ebenezer!” Those before us, 
Sang at every onward stage ; 
This to-day shall swell the chorus 
In our house of pilgrimage : 

May our children 
Sing the same from age to age! 


So in heaven, when all the story 
Of his love to us is shown, 
Be our earliest song in glory, 
“Ebenezer!” round the throne 3; 
- While for ever, 


We shall know as we are known. 
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THE LAPSE OF TIME. 


Moments and minutes, hours and days, 

To weeks, and months, and years amount ; 
Not one beyond its date delays: _ 

For these we each must soon account. 


How well, how ill, howe’er employed, 

Our health, our strength, our talents lent ; 
All we have suffered and enjoyed, 

In wisdom or in folly spent : — 


The secret things in darkness sealed, 
All we have felt, thought, spoken, done ; 
In heaven’s pure light must be revealed, 
When time’s last act puts out the sun. 


With every twinkling of an eye, 

With every step, pulse, motion, breath ; 
The longest human life draws nigh, 

And nigher to the gates of death. 


The past we never can recall, 

The present none has power to hold; ; 
The future-is not — few of all 

The millions born on earth grow old. 


What, then, are we, and whither bent? 
Our Saviour calls —let us obey ; 

This moment, minute, hour, repent, 
And live for ever from this day. 
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MERCIES ACKNOWLEDGED. 


Less than the least of all 
Thy mercies, Lord, are we ; 
Yet, for the greatest we may call, 
The greatest are most free. 


Thy Son thou didst not spare, 
Yet us thou sparest still, 

Him didst thou send our guilt to bear, 
Our righteousness fulfil. 


For such amazing grace, 
What can poor sinners give ? 

At thy command, we seek thy face, 
We meet our Judge, and live. 


The world we would forsake, 
Our all to thee resign ; 

O save us for thy mercies’ sake! 
O save us, — we are thine! 

Meanwhile, as pilgrims here, 
Who seek our home aboye, 


Thee may we serve, with holy fear, 
And love, with child-like love. 


Ge 


PROVIDENCE. 


Tue tender mercies of our Lord, 
And his long-suffering grace, 
The loving kindness of his word 

We every moment trace. 
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Our bread is given, our water sure, 
Body and soul sustained, 

O! may we to the end endure, 
Till heaven itself is gained! 


ee 


THE FAMILY ALTAR. 


Foop, raiment, dwelling, health and friends, 
Thou, Lord, hast made our lot; 

With thee our bliss begins and ends, 
As we are thine, or not. 


For these we bend the humble knee, 
Our grateful spirits bow ; 

Yet from thy gifts we turn to thee— 
Be thou our portion, Thou! 


eae anes 


THE FAMILY TABLE. 


Be known to us in breaking bread, 
But do not then depart ; 

Saviour, abide with us, and spread 
Thy table‘in our heart. 


There sup with us in love divine ; 
Thy body and thy blood, 

That living bread, that heavenly wine, 
Be our immortal food. 
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MORNING. — I. 


Wauart secret hand, at morning-light, 
By stealth, unseals mine eye, 

Draws back the curtain of the night, 
And opens earth and sky? 


Tis thine, my God! the same that kept 
My resting hours from harm ; 

No ul came nigh me, for I slept 
Beneath the Almighty’s arm. 


Tis thine, — my daily bread that brings, 
Like manna scattered round : 

And clothes me, as the lily springs, 
In beauty from the ground. 


_ This is the hand that shaped my frame, 
And gave my pulse to beat ; 

That bare me oft through flood and flame, 
Through tempest, cold, and heat. 


In death’s dark valley, though I stray, 
*T would there my steps attend, 

Guide with thy staff my lonely way, 
And with thy rod defend. 


May that dear hand uphold me still, 
Through life’s uncertain race, 

To bring me to thy holy hill, 
And to thy dwelling place! 
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MORNING. —IL. 


Tue blessing of a night’s repose 
Hath been vouchsafed to me : 

Mine eyes from slumber I unclose, _ 
And find myself with thee. 


The living, Lord! the living, they 
Shall praise thy name ; — the dead 

Are silenced till the judgment-day, 
Each resting on his bed. 


Had death’s dark hand at midnight broke 
The seal of life, and freed 

My spirit from this earthly yoke, 
Had I been free indeed? 


Free from the flesh, and all its ills, 
The world and Satan free, 

To range the everlasting hills 
In sinless liberty ? 


Or, having sold myself for nought, 
For ever rue the cost, 

Bound on the wheel of one dire thought, 
“My soul, my soul is lost!” 


O God! thy people’s hope of old, 
Early I seek thy face ; 

And bless thy name that I behold 

_ Another day of grace. 
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MORNING. — III. 


My God, beneath thy watching eye, 
I Jaid me down and slept; 

Thy tender mercy, ever nigh, 
In peace my spirit kept. 


Under the shadow of thy wings, 
My weary limbs reposed, 

And, undisturbed by earthly things, 
A day of labor closed. 


Safe in thine everlasting arms, 
That compassed me around, 

Body and soul, from outward harms, 
And inward fears were found. 


Thus, till the morn in beauty broke, 
My sleep was sweet to me ; 

Thy voice then called me, I awoke, 
And found myself with thee. 


Humbly beside my couch I knelt, 
And while I strove to pray, 

The earnest in my heart I felt 
Of blessings through the day. 


Oh! oft, to cheer me, to and fro, 
By restless passions driven, 
Such nights of calm from care and woe, 
Such days of hope be given. 
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NOON. 


FuLt speed along the world’s highway, 
By crowds of eager travellers trod, 
My soul, my soul, a moment stay, 
To hold communion with thy God. 


He spake with Abraham at the oak, 
He called Elisha from the plough, 

David he from the sheep-folds took ; 
Thy day, thy hour of grace is now. 


Earth, with thy vanities depart! 
My God, I stand alone with thee ; 
Thine eye is looking on my heart ; 
Oh! what a noon is risen on me! 


Struck to the ground, like conscious Saul, 
And blinded with the sudden view, 
Trembling, astonished, “ Lord,” I call, 
“What wouldst thou have thy servant do?” 


My sins, as fresh-committed, rise ; 
My secret sins, by darkness sealed, 
Before my Judge’s flaming eyes, 
Are all in naked guilt revealed. 
Lord, lay thine hand upon my head ; 
A touch, a word, will make me whole ; 
Speak with the voice that wakes the dead, 
Peace, pardon, comfort, to my soul. 


Then, though I shudder at thy sight, 
Through him who my offences bore, 
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In light, as God is in the light, 
I walk by faith, and sin no more. 


—~o— 


A NIGHT THOUGHT. 


THER, in the watches of the night, 
My spirit would adore, 

O God! in darkness, as in light, 
Defend me evermore. 


Yet not in Providence alone, 
In grace, thyself impart ; 
Erect thy temple, fix thy throne, 
Rule thou within my heart. 


The morn and evening sacrifice, 
The noon and midnight prayer, 

I know that thou wilt not despise, 
When meekly offered there. 


Though heaven and earth thy presence fill, 
Thou surely art, O Lord, — 

With him who loves and does thy will, 
Who hears and keeps thy word. 


Henceforth be this the aim and end 
Of all my life below, 

Till to the tomb my dust descend, 
To thee my spirit go. 
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THE ISSUES OF LIFE AND DEATH. 


O WHERE shall rest be found, 
Rest for the weary soul ? 
’T were vain the ocean-depths to sound, 
Or pierce to either pole ; 
The world can never give _ 
The bliss for which we sigh ; 
*T is not the whole of life to live; 
Nor all of death to die. 


Beyond this vale of tears, 
There is a life above, 
Unmeasured by the flight of years ; 
And all that life is love ; — 
There is a death, whose pang 
Outlasts the fleeting breath ; 
O what eternal horrors hang 
Around “the second death!” 


Lord God of truth and grace, 
Teach us that death to shun, 

Lest we be banished from thy face, 
And evermore undone: 

Here would we end our quest ; 
Alone are found in thee, 

The life of perfect love, — the rest 
Of immortality. 
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LIFE, DEATH, AND JUDGMENT. 
gopav. 1-—3s, 11 —13. 


Few, few and evil are thy days, 

Man, of a woman born; 

Peril and trouble haunt thy ways ; 
Forth, like a flower at morn, 

The tender infant springs to light, 
Youth blossoms to the breeze, 

Age, withering age, is cropt ere night ; 
Man like a shadow flees. 


And dost thou look on such an one? 
Will God to judgment call 

A worm, for what a worm hath done 
Against the Lord of all? 

As fail the waters from the deep, 
As summer-brooks run dry, 

Man lieth down in dreamless sleep, 
His life is vanity. 


Man lieth down, no more to wake, 
Till yonder arching sphere 

Shall, with a roll of thunder, break, 
And nature disappear. 

O hide me, till thy wrath be past, 
Thou who canst slay or save } 

Hide me, where hope may anchor fast, 
In my Redeemer’s grave. 
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PAST, PRESENT, FUTURE. 


A HUNDRED years ago, not one 
Of us had sprung to birth; 

A hundred years to come, and none 
Can hope to walk this earth. 


We are, we were not! here our mind 
Looks round with hopes and fears ; 

This point is time; before, behind, 
Eternity appears. 


Tis yet, through grace, within our power, 
To choose what we would be ; 

On the decision of an hour, 
Depends eternity. 


This hour, this moment, let us take 
The narrow upward path ; 

This hour, this moment, all forsake 
The broad down road to wrath. 


O Lord, our Shepherd! lest like sheep, 
Thy children go astray, 

Feed us with knowledge, guide and keep 
Our souls in thy right way. 


So, when a hundred years are fled, 
Remembering this day’s choice, 

On earth, though numbered with the dead, 
In heaven, may we rejoice. 
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THE MEASURES OF TIME. 


A CHILD, a youth, a man, 
The whole of life below! 

Our time a breath, our course a span ; 
Whence come we? whither go? 


Whence come we? — From the womb 
Of dark eternity ; 

And thither go we, through the tomb, — 
Behold a mystery ! 


For though with worms and dust 
His mortal relics lie, 

Death may not hold or harm the just ; 
The spirit cannot die. 


On angels’ wings afar, 
*T is, by a path unknown, 
Beyond the range of sun or star, 
Caught up before the throne: — 


At rest in paradise, 
With him in bliss to live, 

Who bought it with so great a price, 
Heaven could no higher give : — 


Till at the trumpet’s sound, 
When soul and body meet, 

They twain are one again, and found 
In Christ, a saint complete. 

By his good Spirit taught, 
While trained on earth, may we 





170 ORIGINAL HYMNS. ; 


Be thus by grace to glory brought, 
And immortality. 


——o—— 


MAN’S BIRTH, DEATH, AND JUDGMENT. 


NoruineG into this world we brought, 
And nothing can we take away ; 
Oft be the themes of earnest thought, 
Man’s birth, man’s death, man’s judgment-day. 


For each belongs to each of us; 
Time past, time present, time to be, 
To young and old, determine thus 
The issues of eternity. 


All are born poor, howe’er unlike, 
Their lot through life; and all go down 
Poor to the dust: — the darts that strike 
The slave, strike him who wears a crown. 


That name which each on earth has borne, 
Renowned, inglorious, or obscure, 

E’en from his gravestone shall be worn ; 
Nought under heavén can endure. 


In the Lamb’s book of life alone, 
The everlasting page records, 
In open view before the throne, 
The names of those who are the Lord’s. 


When on the volume of that book 

While small and great are gathered round, 
The judge of quick and dead shall look, 

Be all our names unblotted found. 
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LIFE WITH ITS INFINITE ALTERNATIVES. 


On our span-long pilgrimage, 
Youth, maturity, old age, 

“What is life ?— a passing breath: 
Time ?—a step from birth to death. 


On that step, that breath, that span, 
Hang the destinies of man ; 

Not on this poor earth alone, 

But through worlds unseen, unknown. 


Here a paradise of bliss, 

There a bottomless abyss, 

At the saint’s or sinner’s feet, 
Fraught with joys or terrors meet. 


While we walk by faith below, 
Grace direct the way we go, 
Through thy gloom, Gethsemane! 
O’er thy height, sad Calvary ! 


Thus in travelling from afar, 

Be Christ’s cross our leading star, 
And his garden-grave our rest, 
When life’s sun goes down the west. 


There in hope our dust be found, 
When the years have filled their round, 
Sown in weakness, raised with power, 
In the new creation’s hour. 
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PREPARATION THROUGH LIFE UNTO DEATH. 


Tue end of all things is at hand, 
Sober, and watchful let us be, 

And firm to our profession stand, 
In faith and hope and charity. 


Satan, our adversary knows 
The limit of his lawless power, 
Yet like a roaring lion goes 
Forth, seeking whom he may devour. 


The shield of faith then let us take; 
From his assaults to guard our hearts, 
And quench, though from the burning lake, 
The force of all his fiery darts. 


The gospel-hope be, too, our stay, 
When doubt and unbelief prevail, 
Our comfort in the evil day, 
Our strength when flesh and spirit fail. 


And charity, that bond of peace, 
The source and soul of pure delights, 
Sweet charity, that shall not cease, 
But man with God, through Christ, unites : — 


That holiest unction from above 
Be shed on our affections here, 
Till all are perfected in love, 
And perfect love hath cast out fear. 
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THE FLIGHT OF TIME AN INCENTIVE TO 
RELIGIOUS DILIGENCE. 


To-pay is added to our time, 
Yet while we sing, it glides away ; 
How soon shall we be past our prime ; 
For where, alas! is yesterday ? 


Gone — gone into eternity: 

There, every day in turn appears ; 
To-morrow — O ’t will never be, 

If we should live a thousand years! 


Our time is all to-day, to-day, 
The same, though changed ;— and while it flies, 
With still small voice the moments say — 
“To-day, to-day, be wise, be wise!” 


Then wisdom from above impart, 

Lord God! send forth thy light and truth, 
To guide our feet, inform our heart, 

And make us Christians from our youth. 


—_¢— 


THE BODY DIES; THE SOUL SUFFERS NO 
DECAY. 


Time grows not old with length of years ; 
Changes he brings, but changes not ; 
New born each moment he appears ; 
We run our race, and are forgot. 


Stars in perennial rounds return, 
As from eternity they came, 


oa 
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And to eternity might burn ; 
We are not for one hour the same. 


Spring flowers renew their glad perfume, 
But ere a second spring they fly ; 

Our life is longer than their bloom, 
Our bloom is sweeter, — yet we die. 


Stars, like spring-flowers, shall pass away ; 
Time, like the stars, must cease to roll: 
We have what never can decay, — 
Like flowers and stars and time, — a soul. 


Lord God! when time shall end his flight, 
Stars set and flowers revive no more ; ; 
May we behold thy face in light, 
Thy love in Jesus Christ adore. 


a 
THE VALUE OF A MOMENT. 


AT every motion of our breath, 

Life trembles on the brink of death, 

A taper’s flame that upward turns, 

While downward to the dust it burns. 


A moment ushered us to birth, 

Heirs to the commonwealth of earth ; 
Moment by moment years are past, 
And one ere long will be our last. 


*Twixt that, long fled, which gave us light, 
And that which soon shall end in night, 
There is a point no eye can see, 

Yet on it hangs eternity. 
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This is that moment, — who can tell 
Whether it leads to heaven or hell? 
This is that moment, — as we choose, 
The immortal soul we save or lose. 


Time past and time to come are not ; 
Time present is our only lot; 

O God! henceforth our hearts incline 
To seek no other love than thine. 


——¢— 


TRANSLATION OF A PARAPHRASE OF PART 
OF CHAP. XXXI. OF JEREMIAH. 


BY THE LATE FELIX NEFF, PASTOR OF THE HIGH ALPS: SUNG 
AT HIS BEDSIDE, A LITTLE BEFORE HIS DEATH, BY SOME 
OF HIS FRIENDS. 

WEEP no more, Zion, dry thy streaming tears, 

The eternal is thy God, dismiss thy fears ; 

Rest in the land of peace for thee remains, 

Jehovah leads thee, Israel’s strength sustains. 


He will restore thee, even as from the dead, 
O’er ruined heaps the vine and olive spread ; 
He will rebuild, as in thy happiest hours, 
Thy city walls, thy battlements and towers. 


A day will come, a day when from on high, 

Mount Ephraim’s watchmen to the tribes shall cry, 
Return, ye rebels; *tis your sovereign’s will 

That calls you; come and climb his holy hill. 


Rise, unforgotten by thy Lord above, 
He loved thee with an everlasting love ; 
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That love, at trumpet’s sound, in joyful throngs, 
Thy sons, O Zion! now extol in songs. 


—~¢— 


THE LIVING AND THE DEAD. 


Where are the dead? In heaven or hell, 
Their disembodied spirits dwell ; 

Their buried forms in bonds of clay, 
Reserved until the judgment-day. 


Who were the dead? The sons of time 

In every age, and state, and clime ; 
Renowned, dishonored, or forgot, 

The place that knew them, knows them not. 


Where are the living? On the ground, 
Where prayer is heard, and mercy found ; 
Where, in the period of a span, 

The mortal makes the immortal man. 


Who are the living? They whose breath 
Draws every moment nigh to death ; 

Of bliss or woe the eternal heirs ; 

O what an awful choice is theirs! 


Then timely warned, may we begin 

To follow Christ, and flee from sin; : 
Daily grow up in him our head, 
Lord of the living and the dead. | 
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PREPARATION FOR HEAVEN. 


HEAVEN is a place of rest from sin ; 
But all who hope to enter there, 
Must here that holy course begin, 
Which shall their souls for rest prepare. 


Clean hearts, O God! in us create, 
Right spirits, Lord, in us renew ; 
Commence we now that higher state, 

Now do thy will as angels do. 


A life in heaven !—O what is this ? 
The sum of all that faith believed ; 

Fulness of joy, and depths of bliss, 
Unseen, unfathomed, unconceived. 


While thrones, dominions, princedoms, powers, 
And saints made perfect, triumph thus, 

A goodly heritage is ours, 
There is a heaven on earth for us. 


The church of Christ, the school of grace, 
The Spirit teaching by the word ; 

In those our Saviour’s steps we trace, 
By this his living voice is heard. 


Firm in his footsteps may we tread, 
Learn every lesson of his love ; 

And be from grace to glory led, 
From heaven below to heaven above. 


VOL. V. 12 
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HEAVEN ON EARTH. 


Waite through this changing world we roam, 
Irom infancy to age, 

Heaven is the Christian pilgrim’s home, 
His rest at every stage. 


Thither his raptured thought ascends, 
Eternal joys to share ; 

There his adoring spirit bends, 
While here he kneels in prayer. 


From earth his freed affections rise 
To fix on things above, 

Where all his hope of glory lies, 
And love is perfect love. 


Oh! there may we our treasure place, 
There let our hearts be found, 

That still where sin abounded, grace 
May more and more abound. 


Henceforth our conversation be 
With Christ before the throne: 

Ere long we eye to eye shall see, 
And know as we are known. 


Seen seme 


AN ANTEPAST OF HEAVEN. — Psalm xlvi. 


THERE is a river pure and bright, 

Whose streams make glad the heavenly plains, | 
Where, in eternity of light, 

The city of our God remains. 
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Built by the word of his command, 
With his unclouded presence blest, 
Firm as his throne, the bulwarks stand ; 

There is our home, our hope, our rest. 


Thither let fervent faith aspire ; 

Our treasure and our heart be there: 
Oh! for a seraph’s wing of fire! 

No, — on the mightier wings of prayer, — 
We reach at once that last retreat, 

And, ranged among the ransomed throng, 
Fall with the elders at His feet, 

Whose name alone inspires their song. 


Ah! soon, how soon! our spirits droop ; 
Unwont the air of heaven to breathe ; 
Yet God, in very deed, will stoop, 
And dwell himself with men beneath. 


Come to thy living temples, then, 
As in the ancient times appear ; 
Let earth be paradise again, 
And man, O God! thine image here. 


—— 


THE VALLEY OF THE SHADOW OF DEATH. 
Psalm xxiii. 4. 
Tove I walk the downward shade, 
Deepening through the vale of death, 
Yet I will not be afraid, 
But, with my departing breath, 
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I will glory in my God, 
In my Saviour I will trust, 
Strengthened by his staff and rod, 
While this body falls to dust. 


Soon on wings, on wings of love, 
My transported soul shall rise, 
Like the home-returning dove, 
Vanishing through boundless skies ; 
Then, where death shall be no more, 
Sin nor suffering e’er molest, 
All my days of mourning o’er, 
In his presence I shall rest. 


; —>+— 


MERCIES REMEMBERED AND ANTICIPATED. 
Psalm xxiii. 4—6. 


Mercy and goodness, O my God! 
Have followed me through all my days ; 
Thy strengthening staff, and guiding rod, 
Upheld my steps, made straight my ways: 
Lord, till I reach thy holy hill, 7 
Goodness and mercy guard me still. 


And when I yield this mortal breath, 
My soul into thy hands commend, 
And pass the vale and shade of death, 

Thy staff and rod my path attend : 
Mercy and goodness then shall be 
My song to all eternity. 
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SIN AND DEATH CONQUERED. — Romans x. 4, 
THE sting of death is sin, 
The strength of sin the law ; 
I feel the envenomed wound within, 
But who the sting shall draw ? 


Thanks be to God, I see 
My health in Christ his Son, 
Who, over sin and death, for me, 
The victory hath won. 


The law he magnified, 
For me its curse he bore ; 

Who shall condemn? — T’is Christ that died, 
Now lives for evermore. 


My name upon the roll 
Of his redeemed be found, 
And in life’s bundle be my soul, 
For his soul’s travail bound. 


ea pe 


THE DAY OF JUDGMENT. 


How many generations dead 

Dwell in the dust on which we tread ! 
How many yet may spring to birth, 
When we are seen no more on earth! 


Till, of past, present and to come, 

Time shall cast up the destined sum, 

And, name by name, through that amount, 
Call every unit to account. 
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Where’er ensepulchred they lie, 

Each then must answer, “ Here am I!” 
And once, but once, all Adam’s race 
Meet for a moment face to face. 


Then shall the King on either side, 

As sheep from goats, the throng divide, 
And those to bliss, and these to woe, 
Rejoicing or lamenting go. 


How small to that assembly this ! 

Yet heirs like them of woe or bliss: 
Were the last trumpet now to sound, 
On whether hand should we be found ? 


“ Guilty ” we plead, O Judge of all! 
Guilty into thine hands we fall; 
The friend of sinners still art thou ; 
Save or we perish, save us now / 


ee 


THE SECURITY OF SAINTS AMIDST THE 
DESTRUCTION OF SINNERS. 


WHEN the overwhelming waters 
Once a world of sinners drowned, 
Eight of Adam’s sons and daughters, : 
In the ark salvation found ; 
Gathered to the church, may we 
Thus from wrath and peril flee. 


When the fire from God descended 
On the cities of the plain, 
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Three alone, by heaven befriended, 
Refuge did in Zoar gain: 

By our pastors led, may we 

Thus escape to Calvary. 


When the midnight angel numbered 
Egypt’s first-born with the dead, 
Israel’s tribes, unsmitten slumbered, 

Where the paschal lamb had bled : 
By the blood of sprinkling, we 
Thus from vengeance are made free. 


When, while quick and dead assemble, 
Flames this universe destroy, 

Though the wicked quake and tremble, 
Saints shall lift their heads with joy: 

Raised to lite, like them, may we 

With the Lord for ever be. 


—_>——_ 


THE DAY AFTER JUDGMENT. 


TuE days and years of time are fled, 

Sun, moon, and stars have shone their last ; 
The earth and sea gave up their dead, 

Then vanished at the archangel’s blast ; 
All secret things have been revealed, 
Judgment is passed, the sentence sealed, 

And man to all eternity 
What he is xow henceforth must be. 


From Adam to his youngest heir, 
Not one escaped the muster-roll, 
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Each, as if he alone were there, 

Stood up, and won or lost his soul; 
These from the Judge’s presence go 
Down into everlasting woe ; 

Vengeance hath barred the gates of hell, 
The scenes within no tongue can tell. 


But lo! far off the righteous pass 
To glory from the King’s right hand; 
In silence, on the sea of glass, 
Heaven’s numbers without number stand, 
While he who bore the cross lays down 
His priestly robe and victor crown ; 
The mediatorial reign complete, 
All things are put beneath his feet. 


Then every eye in him shall see, 
(While thrones and powers before him fall,) 
The fulness of the Deity, 
Where God himself is all in all: 
O how eternity will ring . 
With the first note the ransomed sing! 
While in that strain all voices blend, 
Which once begun shall never end. 


In that unutterable song, 

Shall I employ immortal breath ? 
Or, with the wicked borne along, 

For ever die “the second death ?” 
Jesus, my life, my light thou art ; 
Thy word is in my mouth, my heart ; 
Lord, I believe, — my spirit save 
From sinking lower than the grave. 
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THE SONG OF THE HUNDRED AND FORTY 
AND FOUR THOUSAND. 


Wuart are these in bright array, 
This innumerable throng, 
Round the altar night and day, 
Hymning one triumphant song : 
“ Worthy is the Lamb once slain, 
Blessing, honor, glory, power, 
Wisdom, riches, to obtain, 
New dominion every hour.” 


These through fiery trials trod ; 
These from great affliction came ; 
Now before the throne of God, 
Sealed with his almighty name: 
Clad in raiment pure and white, 
Victor-palms in every hand, 
Through their dear Redeemer’s might, 
More than conquerors they stand. 


Hunger, thirst, disease unknown, 
On immortal fruits they feed ; 
Them, the Lamb amidst the threne, 
Shall to living fountains lead ; 

Joy and gladness banish sighs, 
Perfect love dispels all fear, 

And for ever from their eyes, 
God shall wipe away the tear. 
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FOR EVER WITH THE LORD. 


Erernity! Eternity! 

That boundless, soundless, tideless, sea, 
Of mysteries the mystery, 

What is eternity to me? 


Infinite bliss or misery, 

Woe past, woe present, woe to be; 
The fulness of felicity ; 

‘These are eternity to me. 


Two voices from eternity ! 

A voice from heaven comes down to me, 
A voice from hell breaks dolefully, 

“ Life, death, O man! are offered thee.” -. 


The abyss is moved; even wrath cries “ Flee!” 


The height expands, and love cries “ See 
What God hath here prepared for thee ; 
Choose thou thine own eternity !” 


cree 


GOOD TIDINGS OF GREAT JOY TO ALL 
PEOPLE. 


ANGELS from the realms of glory, 
Wing your flight o’er all the earth, 
Ye who sang creation’s story, 
Now proclaim Messiah’s birth ; 
Come and worship, 
Worship Christ the new-born King. 
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Shepherds, in the field abiding, 
Watching o’er your flocks by night, 
God with man is now residing, 
Yonder shines the infant-light ; 
Come and worship, 
Worship Christ the new-born King. 


Sages, leave your contemplations, 
Brighter visions beam afar, 
Seek the great Desire of Nations ; 
Ye have seen his natal star ; 
Come and worship, 
Worship Christ the new-born King. 


Saints, before the altar bending, 
Watching long in hope and fear, 
Suddenly the Lord descending 
In his temple shall appear ; 
Come and worship, 
Worship Christ the new-born King. 


Sinners, wrung with true repentance, 
Doomed for guilt to endless pains, 
Justice now revokes the sentence, 
Mercy calls you — break your chains ; 
Come and worship, é 
Worship Christ the new-born King. 


—o—— 


INVITATION TO THE JEWS TO ACKNOWL- 
EDGE CHRIST. 


CHILDREN of Zion, know your King, 
Your own Messiah hail : 
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Hosanna in his temple sing, 
For he hath rent the veil. 


Himself the sacrifice for sin, 
As your High-Priest he died: 
With his own blood, he entered in, — 
Behold him crucified ! 


Behold him on the mercy-seat, 
High in the holiest place ; 

Now cast yourselves before his feet, 
Then rise to see his face. 


That face with reconciling beams 
Shines forth upon you all ; 

No longer mourn by Babel’s streams, 
He calls you, — hear his call. 


So shall your hearts within you burn; 
While guided by his voice, 

With songs to Zion you return, ~ 
And in your God rejoice. 


At his great name, bow every knee ; 
Let every tongue confess 


. Christ, whom your fathers slew, is HE, 


The Lord your Righteousness. 


—~e—— 


THE RESTORATION OF ISRAEL. 


DavuGurter of Zion, from the dust, 


Exalt thy fallen head; . 


Again in thy Redeemer trust, 


He calls thee from the dead. 
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Awake, awake, put on thy strength, 
Thy beautiful array ; 

The day of freedom dawns at length, 
The Lord’s appointed day. 


Rebuild thy walls, thy bounds enlarge, 
And send thy heralds forth ; 

Say to the South, —“ Give up thy charge, 
And keep not back, O North!” 


They come, they come ;— thine exiled bands, 
Where’er they rest or roam, 

Have heard thy voice in distant lands, 
And hasten to their home. 


Thus, though the universe shall burn, 
And God his works destroy, 

With songs the ransomed shall return, 
And everlasting joy. 


—o—- 


THE CHRISTIANS’ CALL TO THE GYPSIES. 
Isa. xviii. 7. 
CHRISTIANS. 


STRANGERS, whence came ye to the West ; 
Are ye the offspring of the sun, 
That from his rising to his rest, 
Through every clime he shines on, run? 
So bright of eye, so dark of hue, 
Surely your sire hath looked on you. 
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GYPSIES. 
Of higher lineage than the sun, 
(But where our birthplace none can show,) 
His track in heaven, on earth we run, 
From where the waves of Ganges flow, 
Or Nile’s mysterious waters well 
From Afric’s heart, unsearchable. 


Strangers and pilgrims everywhere, 

In exile through the world we roam, 
Yet catch no breath of natal air, 

Yet find no place that once was home ; 
We meet no form to ours akin, 
No door to welcome us within. 


Our fathers came not on the wing, 
Like swallows in their annual round, 
Nor did their field-born households spring 
Like flowers in April, from the ground; 
Although, like flowers, or swallows led, . 
They might have risen from the dead: — 


So simultaneously appeared 
Through many a land, a race, that sought 
Not gold or conquest, — hoped nor feared, 
Weapon nor merchandise they brought ; 
But, where sweet spots of way-side green 
Gave sun and shade, their tents were seen. 


Ages since then are worn away, 
And we, instinctively estranged, 

From those with whom we dwell, —as they 
That went before, remain unchanged; 
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Subtle though sinful, wild yet tame, 
Looks, language, manners, minds, the same. 


But must we so be born and die? 
Must all our generations pass 
Like clouds that vanish through the sky ? 
And single lives, like blades of grass 
At day-break green, with dew-drops fed, 
Ere noon be shorn, by night-fall dead ? 


CHRISTIANS. 


Strangers, we hail you to the West, 
Nameless no more, nor hopeless roam, 

Here seek your hope, here find your rest, 
Our country yours, and yours our home; 

And this our bond of union be, 

Ye are our brethren, yours are we. 


Not Nile nor Ganges gave you birth, 
Your parentage and ours is one ; 
Coeval with the heavens and earth, 
The God who spake and it was done; 
In his great name on you we call; 
He is the Father of us all. 


Leave then the wild, the lane, the wood, 
Live not like brutes that perish thus ; 
O come, and we will do you good, 
For God hath spoken good to us: 
Come, we will teach you all his ways ; 
Come, and let both show forth his praise. 
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GYPSIES. 
We come, we come, the world forsake ; 
With heart, soul, mind, and all their powers, 


Your country and your home we take, 


Your people and your God for ours ; 
Resolved with you to live and die, 
Dwell where you dwell, lie where you lie. 


CHRISTIANS AND GYPSIES. 
Then, when our bodies, dust to dust, 
And side by side their Sabbath keep, 
May our free souls among the just 
Watch for that breaking up from sleep, 
‘When once again we all shall be, 
Joint heirs of immortality. 


—~—— 


FOR A DEAF MAN. 


To me, though neither voice nor sound, 
From earth or air may come, 

Deaf to the world that brawls around, 
The world to me is dumb. 


Yet may the quick and conscious eye 
Assist the slow dull ear ; 

Sight can the signs of thought supply, 
And with a look I hear. 


The song of birds, the water’s fall, 
Sweet tones and grating jars, 

Hail, tempest, wind, and thunder, — all 
Are silent as the stars: — 
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The stars that on their tranquil way, 
In language without speech, 

The glory of the Lord display, 
And to all nations preach. 


Now, though one outward sense be sealed, 
The kind remaining four, 

To teach me needful knowledge, yield 
Their earnest aid the more. 


Yet hath mine heart an inward ear, 
Through which its powers rejoice ; 
Speak, Lord; and let me love to hear 

Thy Spirit’s still small voice. 


So when the archangel from the ground 
Shall summon great and small, 

The ear now deaf shall hear that sound, 
And answer to the call. 


— > 


FOR MARINERS. 


Now weigh the anchor, hoist the sail, 
Launch out upon the pathless deep, 
Resolved, however veers the gale, 
The destined port in mind to keep ; 
Through all the dangers of the way, 
Deliver us, good Lord, we pray. 


When tempests mingle sea and sky, 
And winds like lions rage and rend, 


OL. V. 13 
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Ships o’er the mountain-waters fly, 

Or down unfathomed depths descend, 
Though skill avail not, strength decay, 
Deliver us, good Lord, we pray. 


If lightnings from embattled clouds 
Strike, or a spark in secret nurst, 
From stem to stern, o’er masts and shrouds, 
Like doomsday’s conflagration burst, 
Amid the fire thy power display, 
Deliver us, good Lord, we pray. 


Through yielding planks, should ocean urge 
Rude entrance, flooding all below, 

Speak, ere we founder in the surge — 
“Thus far, nor farther shall ye go; 

Here, ye proud waves, your fury stay :” 

Deliver us, good Lord, we pray. 


With cordage snapt, and canvas riven, 
Through straits thick-strown with rock and shoal, 
Along some gulph-stream darkly driven, 
Fast wedged ’midst icebergs at the pole, 
Or on low breakers cast away, 
Deliver us, good Lord, we pray. 


Save, or we perish ;— calms or storms, 
By day, by night, at home, afar, 
Death walks the waves in all his forms, 
And shoots his darts from every star; 
Want, pain, and woe man’s path waylay, 
Deliver us, good Lord, we pray. 
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INVOCATION TO PEACE. — Phil. iv. 7. 


PEACE that passeth understanding, 
Peace to calm the bosom’s strife, 

Peace the winds and waves commanding, 
On this stormy sea of life ; 

Peace the wounded spirit healing, 

Peace the love of Christ revealing ; 

Peace, O God! thy peace impart ; 

Thou of peace the author art. 


Peace to keep our minds for ever 
In thy faith, thy fear, thy way ; 
Peace to keep our hearts, that never 
Thought, desire, nor feeling stray ! 
Peace to soothe in every trial, 
Peace to soften self-denial, 
Peace our daily cross to take, 
Grant us, for our Saviour’s sake. 


War with all the powers of evil, 
We may every moment wage, 
Yet of world, and flesh, and devil, 
Scorn the friendship, falsehood, rage ; 
Though by foes and perils haunted,’ _ 
We shall pass unharmed, undaunted, 
Thy whole armor, while we wear, 
Sword, shield, breastplate, helm, — all prayer. 
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FOR A BIRTHDAY. 


Is this the day that gave me birth ? 
Returning year by year, 

Still as a stranger on the earth, 
It finds and leaves me here. 


But oh! the day, the day draws nigh, 
When I must hence depart, 

Leave all things pleasant to the eye, 
Or precious to the heart. 


Where shall my naked spirit then, 
Flee at my latest breath ? 
Alas! I must be born again, 
Or die a deadlier death. 


While everlasting ages roll 
Without a change away, 

My ransomed or my ruined soul, 
Shall bless or curse this day. 


' Lord Jesus, who thyself was born 


To live and die for me, 
Thy doctrine may my life adorn, 
Death take me home to thee. 


—~— 


FOR A FRIEND’S BIRTHDAY. 


Broruer and friend, with heart and voice, 


We greet thee on this festal morn; 


None but the Christian can rejoice 


In deed and truth, that he was born. 
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Since to this evil world you came, 

Your heavenly birth-right have you prized ? 
In Father, Son, and Spirit’s name, 

Were you not from that world baptized? 


Then dead to sin, alive to God, 
Whate’er you feel, or seek, or do, 

Along the path our Saviour trod, — 
Meekly his blessed steps pursue. 


So shall the Father cause his face 

To shine on you while life endures, 
So be the Son’s redeeming grace, 

The Holy Ghost’s communion, yours. 


So may we all with heart and voice 
Sing at the resurrection morn, 
And through eternity rejoice, 
At God’s right hand, that we were born. 


oh 


FOR THE RENEWAL OF ANNIVERSARY 
BLESSINGS. 


O THOU, in whom we live and move 
And have our being! meet us here; 
Let us thy tender mercy prove, 
As thou art wont, from year to year. 


For year by year, when throngs on throngs, 
Rejoicing to thy courts repair, 

To offer praise in choral songs, 
And pour their souls in fervent prayer :— 
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To prayers and songs in sovereign grace, 
A willing ear thou dost incline, 

And cause the glory of thy face 
In Christ, on all and each to shine. 


To each and all, this day, anew, 
The tokens of thy love impart, 

And let thy blessing fall like dew, 
—Fall on good ground in every heart. 


In every heart thy word be sown, 

Spring up, and thrive through heat and cold, 
Until it shake like Lebanon, 

With heavenly fruit an hundred fold : — 


Fruit ripening in our earthly clime, 
Till all the plants thus trained by thee, 
Flourish as trees of life through time, 
Then trees of immortality. 


—— 


ON A SPECIAL CHRISTIAN FESTIVAL 
OCCASION. 


Tue sun clear-shining after showers 
May his own image view, 

Reflected from a thousand flowers | 
In countless drops of dew. 


If then a freshening breeze up-springs, 
Above, around, beneath, 

Like heavenward incense on its wings, 
Their mingled odors breathe. 
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So! where the Sun of Righteousness 
His cheering radiance sheds, 

Where gracious rains have fallen to bless 
The church’s garden-beds. 


Christ’s ransomed tribes before him stand, 
With his own glory bright ; 

Plants of his heavenly Father’s hand, 
And children of the light. 


Then should the Spirit from above 
A gale of Eden’s blow, 

As from a paradise of love, 
How sweet their spices flow! 


To-day, while thousands meet as one 
In many a holy place, 

May he who is of all the Sun, 
In each his image trace. 


— 


FOR CHRISTMAS. 


SLEEP, weary world, and take thy rest, 
Thy countless eye-lids close ; 

Shut all thy cares within thy breast, 
For once in peace repose. 


Wake, slumbering world ; a midnight ery 
Comes with Almighty breath ; 

Wake; thy redemption draweth nigh, 
Rise from the dust of death. 


Yon star, those angels, shepherds, kings, 
A birth from heaven proclaim ; 
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The Son of God salvation brings, 
Emanuel is his name. 


Gather thy children from afar, 
Of climes and tongues unknown ; 
Show them the stable and the star, 
Christ’s manger and his throne. 


There, with the angels, loud and sweet, 
All hearts, all voices blend ; 

There, with the shepherds, at his feet, 
All knees, all nations bend. 


There, with the wise men from the east, 
Sinners their offerings bring ; 

Each at this altar be a priest, 
And every priest a king. 


For he shall wash them in his blood, 
Shall with his robes array, 

And make them kings and priests to God: 
Lord Jesus, speed the day. 


eee 


FOR A RELIGIOUS ANNIVERSARY. 
ONCE more, to pay our annual vows, 
We to thy temple, Lord, repair ; 
While every knee before thee bows, 
And every lip is moved in prayer, 
Send down thy Spirit from above, 
Thy Holy Spirit, God of love. 


In pentecostal power and grace, 
May he baptize us now with fire, 
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With his sweet presence fill the place, 
With faith and hope our hearts inspire, ° 
Faith, seeing what no eye can see, 

Hope, breathing immortality. 


Through him to us thy Son reveal, 
In every form that once he wore, 
When, with his blood, our peace to seal, 
Our sins he in his body bore, 
For all a full atonement made, 
For each a priceless ransom paid. 


The helpless child in Bethlehem born, 
Heaven’s pilgrim through earth’s wilderness, 
The man of sorrows and of scorn, 
Him as our Lord we would confess. 
And nothing know, or seek beside 
Christ Jesus, and him crucified. 


So may we in his likeness grow, 

God in the flesh made manifest — 
Through whom thine image, lost below, 
On souls new-born is reimpressed ; 

No longer kindred to the clod, 
Though sons of Adam, sons of God. 


—_@— 


AN HUNDRED YEARS AGO. 
HYMN FOR THE CENTENARY OF WESLEYAN METHODISM. 


OnE song of praise, one voice of prayer, 
Around, above, below ; 
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Ye winds and waves the burden bear, 
“ An hundred years ago! ” 


“ An hundred years ago!” What then? 
There rose, the world to bless, 

A little band of faithful men, 
A cloud of witnesses: _ 


It looked but like a human hand ; 
Few welcomed, and none feared, 

Yet, as it opened o’er the land, 
The hand of God appeared. 


The Lord made bare his holy arm, 
In sight of earth and hell; 

Fiends fled before it with alarm, 
And alien-armies fell. ! 


God gave the word, and great hath been 
The preachers’ company ; 

What wonders have our fathers seen ! 
What signs their children see! 


One song of praise for mercies past, 
Through all our courts resound ; 
One voice of prayer, that to the last, 

Grace may yet more abound. 


All hail, “An hundred years ago!” 
And when our lips are dumb, 
Be millions heard rejoicing so, 

An hundred years to come. 
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THY KINGDOM COME. 


Written in the metre and to suit the tune of the hymn said to 
have been composed and set to music by Luther, and sung by 
him and his friends, as they entered the city of Worms, to 
appear before the Diet there; when, though he had reason to 
fear treachery and cruelty equal to that experienced by his 
martyred predecessor, John Huss, at the Council of Constance, 
he declared, while his advisers would have dissuaded him from 
going thither, that “if there were as many devils there as there 
were tiles on the houses, he would go and face them.” 

SEND out thy light and truth, O God! 
With sound of trumpet from above ; 
Break not the nations with thy rod, 
But draw them as with cords of love; 
Justice and mercy meet ; 
The work is well begun, 
Through every clime their feet, 
Who bring glad tidings, run; 
In earth, as heaven, thy will be done. 


Before thee every idol fall, 
Rend the false prophet’s veil of lies ; 
The fulness of the Gentiles call, 
Be Israel saved, let Jacob rise : 
Thy kingdom come indeed, 
Thy church with union bless, 
All Scripture be her creed, 
And every tongue confess 
One Lord, —the Lord our Righteousness 


Now for the travail of his soul, 
Messiah’s peaceful reign advance ; 
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From sea to sea, from pole to pole, 
He claims his pledged inheritance : 
O thou most mighty ! gird 
Thy sword upon thy thigh, — 
That two-edged sword, —thy word, 
By which thy foes shall die, 
Then be new-born beneath thine eye. 


So perish all thine enemies, 
Their enmity alone be slain ; 
Them, in the arms of mercy seize, 
Breathe, and their souls shall come again: 

So may thy friends at length, 
Oft smitten, oft laid low, 
Forth, like the sun in strength, 
Conquering, to conquer go, 
Till to thy-throne all nations flow. 


—~—— 


THE GATHERING OF THE GENTILES. 


TuE heathen perish ; — day by day, 
Thousands on thousands pass away ! 
O Christians! to their rescue fly, 
Preach Jesus to them ere they die. 


Wealth, labor, talents, freely give, 
Yea, life itself, that they may live; 
What hath your Saviour done for you? 
And what for him will ye not do? 


Thou Spirit of the Lord, go forth, 
Call in the south, wake up the north; 
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Of every clime, from sun to sun, 
Gather God’s children into one. 


he 


THE SPIRIT ACCOMPANYING THE WORD 
OF GOD. 


O Sprrit of the living God! 
In all thy plenitude of grace, 
Where’er the foot of man hath trod, 
Descend on our apostate race. 


Give tongues of fire and hearts of love, 
To preach the reconciling word ; 

Give power and unction from above, 
Whene’er the joyful sound is heard. 


Be darkness, at thy coming, light, 
Confusion, order in thy path ; 

Souls without strength inspire with might, 
Bid mercy triumph over wrath. 


O Spirit of the Lord! prepare 
All the round earth her God to meet; 
Breathe thou abroad like morning air, 
Till hearts of stone begin to beat. 


Baptize the nations; far and nigh, 
The triumphs of the cross record ; 
The name of Jesus glorify, 
Till every kindred call him Lord. 


God from eternity hath willed, 
All flesh shall his salvation see ; 
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So be the father’s love fulfilled, 
The Saviour’s sufferings crowned through thee. 


omnes 


FOR A JUVENILE MISSIONARY MEETING. 
PART If. ' 
A GRAIN of corn an infant’s hand 
May plant upon an inch of land, 
Whence twenty stalks may spring, and yield 
Enough to stock a little field. 


The harvest of that field might then 
Be multiplied to ten times ten, 
Which sown thrice more, would furnish bread 
Wherewith an army might be fed. 
PART Il. 
A penny is a little thing 
Which even the poor man’s child may fling 
Into the treasury of heaven, 
And make it worth as much as seven. 


As seyen! nay, worth its weight in gold, 
And that increased a million fold ; 

For lo! a penny tract, if well 

Applied, may save a soul from hell. 


That soul can scarce be saved alone, — 

It must, it will, its bliss make known; 
“Come,” it will ery, “and you shall see 
What great things God hath done for me.” 


Hundreds that joyful sound may hear ; 
Hear with the heart as well as ear; 
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And these to thousands more proclaim, 
Salvation in the “Only Name.” 


That “Only Name,” above, below, 
Let Jews, and Turks, and Pagans know; 
Till every tongue and tribe shall call 
On “ Jesus Christ,” as Lord of all! 
PART III. 
The day of small things God will not 
Despise, the least are unforgot ; 
An orphan’s offering, widow’s mite, 
Are precious in their Maker’s sight. 


Children ! who now hosannas raise, 
Out of whose mouths he perfects praise, 
Spare from the little you possess, 

What God will own, accept, and bless. 


Till through the east, the south, the west, 
Gifts from the north will be so blest, 
That, in the end, earth’s countless throngs 
Shall sing with us this song of songs : — 


Worthy the Lamb for sinners slain, 
Power, riches, honor to obtain, 

Who loved and washed us ‘in his blood, 
And made us kings and priests to God.” 


—o—— 


THE SUCCESS OF THE GOSPEL IN OUR DAYS. 


“ Let there be light:” thus spake the Word ; 


The Word was God; “and there was light :” 
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Still the creative voice is heard ; 
A day is born from every night. 


And every night shall turn to day, 

While months, and years, and ages roll ; 
But we have seen a brighter ray 

Dawn on the chaos of the soul. 


Nor we alone ; its wakening smiles 
Have broke the gloom of pagan sleep : 

The Word hath reached the utmost isles, 
God’s Spirit moves upon the deep. 


Already from the dust of death, 

Man in his Maker’s image stands ; 
Once more inhales immortal breath, 

And stretches forth to heaven his hands. 


From day to day, before our eyes, 
Glows and extends the work begun ; 
When shall the new creation rise 
On every land beneath the sun? 


When, in the Sabbath of his love, 
Shall God amidst his labors rest ; 

And, bending from his throne above, 
Again pronounce his creatures blessed ? 


——— 


ON THE JUBILEE OF THE LONDON MISSION- 
ARY SOCIETY. 


ARISE and shine, your light is eome, 
Fair islands of the West! 
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Awake and sing, once deaf and dumb, 
Now islands of the blest. 


Shine, for the glory of the Lord 
Your coral-reefs surrounds : 
Sing, for the trumpet of his word 
O’er all your ocean sounds. 


Poor Africa ! through thy waste sands, 
Where Calvary’s fountain flows, 

Deserts become Immanuel’s lands, 
And blossom like the rose. 


India, beneath the chariot wheels 
Of Juggernaut o’erthrown, | 
Thy heart a quickening Spirit feels, 
A pulse beats through the stone. 


‘China! behold thy quaking wall: :— 
Foredoomed by Heaven’s decree,..: : 

A hand is writing on it— “Fall!” 
A’voice goes forth —“ Be free!” 


Ye pagan tribes! of every race, 
Clime, country, language, hue, 

Believe, obey, be saved by grace, 
The Gospel speaks to you. 


Father of lights! thy will be done 
Here, as by saints above ; 

Give earth’s whole empire to thy Son, 
For he must reign in love: — 


VOL. Vv. 14 
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Reign, till beneath his feet, all foes ; 
Vanquished for ever lie ; 

And the last judgment’s sentence close 
The book of prophecy. 


—_e— 


FOR A CONGREGATION OF NEGROES. 


Our Master, Jesus, reigned above, 
The Lord of all was he; 

And yet he chose to set his love, 
O wondrous love! on me, 


Our Master, Jesus, — bless his name! 
I love to hear the sound, — 

When I was lost to seek me came, 
And, O thank God! he found. 


Our Master, Jesus, from his birth 
My sins and sorrows bore ; 

And while he lived, like me, on earth, 
A servant’s form he wore. 


Our Master, Jesus, went to preach 
_The Gospel everywhere, 
And by his own example teach 
How we the cross should bear. 


Our Master, Jesus, O how kind 
Was all he did and said! 

He healed the sick, the lame, the blind, 
And raised to life the dead. 


Our Master, Jesus, crucified 
By hands of wicked men, 
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Prayed for his murderers ; — then he died ; 
He died, but rose again. 


Our Master, Jesus, suffered this, 
The world from hell to save, 
And bring to heaven’s amazing bliss, 

The free man and the slave. 


¥ 


Our Master, Jesus, takes delight 
In hearts made pure within ; 

Though we are black, our souls are white, 
When he forgives our sin. 


Our Master, Jesus, who didst give 
Thyself to die for me, 

Grant the poor negro grate to live, 
And grace to die to thee. 


Sa 


THE YEAR OF JUBILEE. 


Farr shines the morning star ; 
The silver trumpets sound, 
Their notes reéchoing far, 
While dawns the day around : 
Joy to the slave; the slave is free ; 
It is the year of Jubilee. 


Prisoners of hope, in gloom 
And silence left to die, 
With Christ’s unfolding tomb, 
Your portals open fly ; 
Rise with your Lord ;— he sets you free ; 
It is the year of Jubilee. 
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Ye, who have sold for naught 
The land your fathers won, 
Behold, how God hath wrought 

Redemption through his Son; 
Your heritage again is free ; 
It is the year of Jubilee. 


Ye, who yourselves have sold 
For debts to justice due, 
Ransomed, but not with gold, 
- He gave himself for you! 
The blood of Christ hath made you free : 
It is the year of Jubilee. 


Captives of sin and shame, 
O’er earth and ocean, hear 
An angel’s voice proclaim 
The Lord’s accepted year : 
Let Jacob rise, be Israel free ; 
It is the year of Jubilee. 


—~—— 


Ou! “ Valiant-for-the-Truth ! ” 
Hail from thy battle-field, 
A Christian warrior from thy youth, 
Who never knew to yield ; 
The conquering armor here lay down, 
For the white robe, the palm, the crown. 


Where earth and hell combined 
God’s image to defame, 
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In darkness hold the immortal mind, 

In chains the mortal frame ; 
There didst thou choose thy stormy post, 
Strong in the faith, — thyself a host, 


Not without patient care, 
Sore suffering, day-long toil, 
And many a wrestling night of prayer, 
Didst thou divide the spoil; . 
Then ransomed slaves were made to be 
Free from man’s yoke, — from Satan's free. 


Now rest upon that bed, 
Where once thy captain lay, 
And sanctified it for the dead 
In Christ, till his great day ; 
When they, though worlds around them burn, 
With songs to Zion shall return. 


In that Jerusalem above, 
Where all the saints shall meet ; 
Loved with an everlasting love, 
Around their Saviour’s feet ; 
Oh! there with thine our souls be found 
* Tn life’s eternal bundle bound. | 


——. 


CHINA EVANGELIZED. 
“The Lord of Hosts mustereth the host of the battle.’’ — Isa. 
xiii. 4. 
PART I. 


Lirt up your heads, ye gates of brass! 
Ye bars of iron! yield ; 
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And let the King of Glory pass, — 
The cross is in the field. 


That banner, brighter than the star, 
That leads the train of night, 

Shines on their march and guides from far 
His servants to the fight. 


A holy war those servants wage ; 
—Mysteriously at strife, 

The powers of heaven and hell engage 
For more than death or life. 


Earth’s rankest soil they see outspread ; 
So thronged, it seems within, 

One city of the living dead, 
Dead while alive to sin. 


The forms of life are everywhere, 
The spirit nowhere found ; 

Like vapors kindling in the air, 
Then sinking in the ground. 


No hope have these above the dust, 
No being but a breath ; 

In vanity and lies they trust, 
Their very life is death. 


PART It. 
Ye armies of the living God, 
His sacramental host! 
Where hallowed footstep never trod, 
Take your appointed post. 


Follow the cross, the ark of peace 
Accompany your path, 
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To slaves and rebels bring release 
From bondage and from wrath. 


A barley-cake o’erthrew the camp 
Of Midian, tent by tent, 

Ere morn the trumpet and the lamp 
Through all in triumph went. 


Though China’s sons like Midian’s fill 
As grasshoppers the vale, 

The sword of God and Gideon still 
To conquer cannot fail. 


As Jericho before the blast 
Of sounding rams’ horns fell, 

Sin’s strongholds here shall be down cast, 
Down cast these gates of hell. 


Truth error’s legions must o’erwhelm 
And China’s thickest wall, 

(The wall of darkness round her realm,) 
At your loud summons fall. 


Though few and small and weak your bands, 
Strong in your captain’s strength, 

Go to the conquest of all lands, 
All must be his at length. 


The closest sealed between the poles 
Is opened to your toils ; 

Where thrice a hundred million souls 
Are offered you for spoils. 


Those spoils, at his victorious feet, 
You shall rejoice to lay, 
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And lay yourselves, as trophies meet, 
In his great judgment-day. 
PART III. 
No carnal weapon those ye bear, 
To lay the aliens low ; 
Then strike amain, and do not spare, 
There’s life in every blow. 


Life !— more than life on earth can be; 
All in this conflict slain 

Die but to sin, — eternally 
The crown of life to gain. 


O fear not, faint not, halt not now ; 
Quit you like men, be strong; 

To Christ shall Buddhu’s votaries bow , 
And sing with you this song: 


“Uplifted are the gates of brass, 
The bars of iron yield ; 

Behold the King of Glory pass ; 
The cross hath won the field.” 


t+ ‘ 


ALL NATIONS SHALL SERVE HIM. 


Psalm Ixxii. 11. 


Fax down ye nations, and adore 
Jehovah on his mercy-seat, 

Like prostrate seas on every shore, 
That cast their billows at your feet. 


Let hallelujahs to the skies, 
With ocean’s everlasting sound, 
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(The voice of many waters) rise, 
Day without night, as time goes round. 


Come from the east, — with gifts, ye kings, 
Gold, frankincense, and myrrh ; 

Where’er the morning spreads her wings, 
Let man to God his vows prefer. 

Come from the west, — the bond, the free, 
His easy service make your oe 

Ye isles of the Pacific Sea, 
Like haleyon-nests, in God rejoice. 


Come from the south ; — through desert sands, 
A highway for the Lord prepare ; 

Let Ethiopia stretch her hands, 
And Libya pour her soul in prayer. 


Come from the north ; — let Europe raise 
_In all her languages one song ; 
Give God the glory, power, and praise, 
That-to his holy name belong. 


For he hath bowed the heavens above, 
And at his feet the mountains flowed ; 
He came ; — but not in wrath ; — in love, 

To make with men his pure abode. 


With smiles, O earth! thy Maker meet; 
Nations, before your Saviour fall; 
Redemption is in him complete, 
The gospel now is preached to all. 
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AN UNIVERSAL SABBATH DAY ANTICIPATED. 


PART I. 
WIx1 e’er that Sabbath-morning rise, 
When on the Sun of Righteousness, 
Earth’s wakening millions lift their eyes 
His healing beams to hail and bless: — 


When. God’s own day of rest shall be 
Hallowed, by all that live and move 

On peopled land, or desert sea, 
While all its hallowing influence prove :— 


When men of every hue and speech 
Shall hasten to the house of prayer, 

And Christ’s disciples go and teach 
The Gospel to all nations there : — 


When meekly every heart receives 
The engrafted word, whose vigorous shoots 
Yield in their season tender leaves, 
Expanding flowers, and ripened fruits : — 


Leaves of profession ever green, . 
And flowers of promise never sere, : 
Till fruits of holiness are seen, 
In rich succession round the year. 


PART Il. 
As in Jerusalem above, 
Life’s trees, the plants of God’s right hand, 
Along the river of his love, 
To nourish saints and angels, stand : — 
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So earth, that garden of the Lord, 

Though long laid waste for man’s offence, 
May yet see Paradise restored, 

And a new age of innocence. 


When Adam’s offspring, born to death, 
From sun to sun, from pole to pole, 

Shall feel again the Almighty’s breath, 
And man become a living soul: — 


A soul new-born, beyond the range 
Of time, temptation, death, or sin, 
God’s image, stampt on it, to change, 

Nor quench the life of God within. 


Eye hath not seen, ear hath not heard, 
Nor heart of man conceived the grace, 
Which God, in his eternal word, 
Hath surely promised, shall take place. 


O Sun of Righteousness! unveil 
Thy heaven of uncreated rays, 

Till all that breathe shall bless and hail 
The glory of the latter days. 


Meanwhile, rejoicing on their beds, 
Whatever morning meets their eye, 
May saints, from slumber lift their heads, 

To greet the day-spring from on high. 
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JUBILEE ANNIVERSARY OF THE BAPTIST 
MISSIONARY SOCIETY. 


O BE.joyful, every nation! — 
Hail the day with sacred mirth, 
When the trumpet of salvation 
Sounds the jubilee of earth, 
And creation 
Travails with the world’s new birth. 


Then the north, in darkness shrouded, 
Jacob’s rising star shall bless ; 
And the eastern morn, unclouded, 
Bring the Sun of Righteousness, 
Cheering, healing, 
Sin-sick souls in heart’s distress. 


Then her swarthy sons and daughters, 
Afric to the cross shall bring ; 
And the angel of the waters 
Hear his coral islands sing, 
“ Hallelujah !” | 
Till the whole Pacific ring. ; 


O thou everlasting Father, 

Give the kingdoms to thy Son ;' 
He hath died that he might gather 
All God’s children into one ; 

For the travail 
Of his soul, let this be done ! 


Yea, it must be: — thou hast spoken, 
And thy covenant shall last ; 
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Though the arch of heaven were broken, 
And the earth’s foundations cast 
Down the abysses ; 
Yet thy word, O God, stands fast. 


On thy holy hill of Zion, 
Hast thou not ordained his seat ? 
Now, as Judah’s conquering lion, 
Lay all foes beneath his feet, 
Till his armies 
In eternal triumph meet. 


We have joined their marching legions, 
Where our fathers fought, we fight ; 
Slavery’s cane-lands, Brama’s regions, 
Are exulting at the sight ; 
Freedom, freedom, 
Comes with gospel-life and light. 


_ All the languages of Babel, 


Weapons for the warfare yield ; 
And with these we well are able, 
By thy Spirit’s might, to wield 
In the battle, 
Truth’s safe guard, and Faith’s strong shield. 


Thus, through fifty years victorious, 
Thou hast led our brethren on; 
Arm them now for deeds more glorious, 
Till the latest field is won: 
And all people 
Bow the knee, and kiss the Son.. 


oo" 
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ON THE JUBILEE OF THE CHURCH MIS- 
SIONARY SOCIETY. 


Tue King of Glory we proclaim — 
Who is the King of Glory? He 

To seek and save the lost who came, 
The Jew, the Gentile, bond and free. 


Heralds through every clime we send, 
His great salvation to make known : 
The church’s Head, the sinner’s Friend, 

Christ on his mediatorial throne. 


Here, for the travail of his soul, 
He claims the promised heritage, 

The Father’s gift — from pole to pole— 
Earth’s utmost bound, to time’s last age. 


Him shall all tongues confess, all knees 
Shall bow before that mercy-seat, 
Love reconcile all enemies, 
Or wrath subdue beneath his feet. 


A year of jubilee we hail ! 
Since we in faith this work began _ 
It must go on: it cannot fail ) 
While we are true to God and man. 


So, Father, glorify thy Son, 
So thou in him be glorified, 
Till all the straying sheep are won, 
For whom the Lord their Shepherd died. 
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FOR THE CENTENARY JUBILEE 


OF THE MORAYIAN, OR UNITED BRETHREN’S CHURCH, 


June 17, 1822. 


Ture arm, O Lord, of old 

In lands of desolation, 
Enclosed an humble fold, 

Redeemed a congregation : 
Our fathers, like a flock, 

The great, good Shepherd led, 
Gave water from the rock, 

With heavenly manna fed. 


A poor, afflicted race, 
But in thy name confiding, 
They walked before thy face, 
Thou in their midst abiding ; 
While Satan’s fellest rage 
With patient faith they bore; 
Consumed from age to age, 
Till known on earth no more. 


Yet was a remnant saved ; 
Still wrestling with affliction, 

Their foes they singly braved, 
Beneath thy benediction : 

Again went forth the word, 
Abroad the Spirit flew ; 

The voice of God was heard, 
Creating all things new. 
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An hundred years are past, 
Since that revival glorious ; 
And still thy church stands fast, 

O’er earth and hell victorious : 
The path our fathers trod, 

Lay through Gethsemane, 
Thither, O Lamb of God, 

This day we follow thee. 


Thence borne to Calvary’s brow, 
Thy griefs and sorrows viewing, 
With heart, soul, spirit, now 
Our covenant renewing : 
Thy love we here record, 
Our sins with tears bewail ; 
Thy blood pleads for us, Lord ; 
O let that plea prevail. 


Through suffering, shame, and loss, 
Through honor, wealth, and pleasure, 
To glory in thy cross, 
As our eternal treasure ; 
That cross with joy to bear 
Through realms that know thee not ; 
And thus thy way prepare, 
Still be thy brethren’s lot. 
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FOR THE CENTENARY CELEBRATION, 
August 13, 1827, 


Of the memorable day of the union of all hearts and minds in 
the congregation of the United Brethren at Hurnhut, amongst 
whom, since their revival, five years previously, considerable 
differences had prevailed on minor points, which were all 

blessedly reconciled at the Holy Sacrament in the parish 
* church of Bethelsdorf, in 1727. 


Tue God of your forefathers praise, 
Thou, brethren’s congregation ! 
Whose mighty arm, by wondrous ways, 
Accomplished their salvation : 
He heard their groans, came down and broke 
The bigot’s chain, the tyrant’s yoke, 
And led them forth to freedom. 


He brought them to his chosen place, 
_ Among the woods and mountains ; 
The desert fled before their face. 

Gardens, and fields, and fountains, 
Round their new homes and temple sprang, 
While day and night hosannas rang 

Through all their little Zion. 


They walked with God in peace and love, 
But failed with one another ; 

While sternly for the faith they strove, 
Brother fell out with brother: 

But he, in whom they put their trust, 

Who knew their frames, that they were dust, 
Pitied and healed their weakness. 

VOL. V. 15 
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He found them in his house of prayer, 
With one accord assembled, 

And so revealed his presence there, 
They wept for joy, and trembled ; 

One cup they drank, one bread they brake, 

One baptism shared, one language spake, 
Forgiving and forgiven. 


Then forth they went with tongues of flame, 
In one blest theme delighting, 
The love of Jesus, and his name 
God’s children all uniting! 
That love, our theme and watchword still; 
That law of love may we fulfil, 
And love as we have loved. 


Jesus, thy little flock behold, 
Here met in sweet communion, 

Confirm, as in the years of old, 
Our sacramental union ; 

Renew that day of Pentecost, 

Send down on us the Holy Ghost, 
The promise of the Father. 


Now blow the trump of jubilee, 
And while the church rejoices, 
As in one faith, hope, charity, 
Join songs, and hearts, and voices, 
To Father, Son, and Spirit raise, 
On earth, the song of heavenly praise, 
Sing, “ Holy, holy, holy.” - 


* 
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FOR THE CENTENARY ANNIVERSARIES OF 
THE BRETHREN’S ELDERSHIP, 
AND THE BEGINNING OF THE SOCIETY FOR THE FURTHER- 


ANCE OF THE GOSPEL IN THE MORAVIAN CHURCH, NOVEM- 
BER 13 AND 19, 1841. 


PART I. 
Att hail! our church’s elder dear, 
Jesus, her glorious head! 
To thy disciples now appear, 
As risen from the dead ; 
Let our rejoicing souls in thee, 
The tokens of thy passion see, 
And hear thy gentle voice anew, 
Say “‘ Peace be unto you.” 


Remembering what our fathers told, 
Thou didst in their young day, 
This solemn jubilee we hold, 
That we, as then did they, 
Ourselves in covenant may bind, 
With soul and strength, and heart and mind, 
Through life and death, on land, o’er sea, 
Meekly to follow thee. 


Revive thy work amidst the years, 
Our brethren still employ, 
O’er heathen soils to sow in tears, 
With hope to reap in joy: 
Though wide the fields, the laborers few, 
If thou our failing faith renew, 
The weakest of thy servants, we 
Can all things do through thee. 
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Through thee, from Greenland’s sterile rocks, 
Rich harvests have been led ; 
In Indian forests wandering flocks, 
With heavenly knowledge fed ; 
In island-prisons o’er the sea, 
Bond-slaves have been made gospel-free ; 
*Midst lion-haunts, on Afric sands, 
Strange tribes lift holy hands. 


PART II. 
To-day, one world-neglected race, 
We fervently commend 
To thee, and to thy word of grace ; 
Lord, visit and befriend 
A people scattered, peeled, and rude, 
By land and ocean-solitude, 
Cut off from every social shore, 
In dreary Labrador. | 


Thither, while to and fro she steers, 
Still guide our annual bark,* 
By night and day, through hopes and fears, 
While, lonely as the ark, 
Along her single track she braves, 
Gulphs, whirlpools, ice-fields, winds, and waves, 
To waft glad tidings to the shore 
Of longing Labrador. 





* For particulars of the missionary ship, and the providence 
which has preserved her through so many perilous annual voy- 
ages, vide periodical accounts of the Missions of the United 
Brethren. ’ 
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How welcome to the watching eye, 
From morn till evening fixed, 

The first faint speck that shows her nigh, 
Where surge and sky are missed ; 

Till looming large, and larger yet, 

With bounding prow, and sails full set, 

She speeds to anchor on the shore 
Of joyful Labrador. 


Then hearts with hearts, and souls with souls, 
In thrilling transport meet, 
Though dark and broad the Atlantic rolls, 
Between their parted feet: 
For written words, with boundless range, 
Thoughts, feelings, prayers, can interchange, 
And once a year join Britain’s shore 
To kindred Labrador. 


Then at the vessel’s glad return, 
The absent meet again ; 
At home our hearts within us burn, 
To trace the cunning pen, 
Whose strokes, like rays from star to star, 
Bring happy messages from far, 
And once a year to Britain’s shore 
Join Christian Labrador. 


PART IIt. 
O thou, in whom we all are one, 
If faithful found and true, 
Thy will on earth by each be done, 
As each in heaven would do; 
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To thee ourselves we first would give, 
Live to thy glory while we live; 
From step to step on thee rely, 

Then in thy service die. 


———— 


FOR THE JUBILEE CELEBRATION OF THE 
RELIGIOUS TRACT SOCIETY, 1848. 


PART I. 
Tue sunbeams, infinitely small, 
In numbers numberless, 
Reveal, pervade, illumine all 
Nature’s void wilderness. 


But, meeting worlds upon their way, 
Wrapt in primeval night, 

In language without sound, they say 
To each — “God sends you light.” 


Anon, with beauty, life and love, 
Those wandering planets glow, 

And shine themselves, as stars above, 
On gazers from below. 


Oh! could the first archangel’s eye, 
In everlasting space, 

Through all the mazes of the sky, 
A single sunbeam trace ! 


He might behold the lonely one 
Its destiny fulfil, 

As punctual as the parent-sun 
Performs its Maker’s will. 
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PART Il. 
The Sun of Righteousness, with rays 
Of uncreated light, 
His power and glory thus displays 
Through nature’s darkest night. 


The night of guilt, remorse, despair, 
In which transgressors roam, o 

Yet, self-bewildered everywhere, 
Never draw nearer home. 


On such, with healing in his wings, 
Along their downward path, 

Guidance and help his rising brings, 
And warns to flee from wrath. 


Rays from that Sun of Righteousness, 
Our humble missiles dart ; 

Mighty at once to wound and bless, 
To break and bind the heart. 


Tracts, those swift messengers of peace 
For men, with God at strife, 

To Satan’s slaves proclaim release, 
To death’s condemned ones, life. 


Not with the excellence of speech, 
But by the Spirit of truth, 

The doctrines of the cross they preach 
To manhood, age, and youth. 


They flash the terrors of the Lord, 
To make the scorner fear, 

But speak the Gospel’s sweetest word 
In the poor sinner’s ear. 
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Oh! could the first archangel’s sight 
The least of these pursue, 

He might record, — in its brief flight, 
Each had a work to do. 


A work of grace, a work of power, 
But, what that was below, 

Time’s last, eternity’s first hour 
To heaven and earth will show. 


O ye! who send these heralds forth — 
By millions bid them fly, — 

From east to west, from south to north, 
As sunbeams fill the sky. 


— es 


FOR THE JUBILEE OF THE RELIGIOUS TRACT 
SOCIETY, 1848. — 


Prociam the year of Jubilee ; 
New songs of glory sing; 

From shore to shore, from sea to sea, 
Your gratulations bring. 


Through fifty years the constant sun, 
On his untiring race, 

Round the blue firmament hath run, 
Since that first day of grace: — 


When tracts, on embassies of love, 
By our forefathers sent, 

Charged with glad tidings from above, 
Into all nations went. 
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Now, by the Spirit of the Lord, 
With bounty unconfined, 

The eternal riches of his word 
Are dealt to all mankind. 


Tracts have the gift of tongues; they preach 
Through every peopled land, 

In all the forms of human speech, 
What all may understand :— 


Salvation in that holy Name, 
Which heaven and earth adore, 

Christ Jesus, yesterday the same, 
To-day, and evermore. 


Tracts have the wings of angels, spread 
To waft the joyful sound 

Of resurrection from the dead, 
Where’er the curse is found: — 


The primal curse from Adam’s fall, 
Sin’s wages, and sin’s doom, 
The bitterness of life, and all 
The terrors of the tomb. 


What scale of numbers, grasp of thought, 
What power of words could speak 
The miracles of mercy wrought 
By instruments so weak ? 


Weak, but almighty at his will, 
Who speaks, and it is done; 
With whom, to purpose and fulfil, 
The will and power are one. 
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In the Lamb’s Book of Life, alone 
Those annals lie, in sight 

Of him who sits upon the throne, 
— Whose deeds can bear that light ? 


Can ours, who, where our fathers trod, 
Along this narrow way, 

Would work like them, the works of God, 
Like them, would watch and pray ? 


Bound in the same sure covenant, 
Let us, their children, be; 

And, Lord, that we may keep it, grant 
The mind which was in thee. 


epee 


THE POOR PRAYING FOR BREAD IN TIME 
OF SCARCITY. 


To God most awful and most high, 
‘Who formed the earth, the sea, the sky ; 
To him on whom all worlds depend, 
Our humbled hearts in sighs we send. 


Will he who hears the ravens cry, 
Reject our prayers, and bid us die ? 
Will he refuse his keep to yield, 
Who clothes the lilies of the field ? 


Pale famine lifts at his command, 
Her withering arm, and blasts the land ; 
The harvests perish at her breath, 
Her train are want, disease, and death. - 
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But when he smiles the desert blooms, 
New life is born among the tombs ; 

O’er the glad plains abundance teems, 
And plenty rolls in bounteous streams. 


Father of grace whom we adore, 
Bless thy large family — the poor; 
The poor on thee alone depend, 
Continue thou the poor man’s friend. 


Content to live by toil and pain, 
May we eternal riches gain; 
Meanwhile, by thy free goodness fed, 
Give us this day our daily bread. 


$e 


GOD CARES FOR BIRDS AND FLOWERS. 
Luke xii. 24—27. 


FLOWERS grow in sweet societies, 
O’er meadow, hill, and dale ; 

Mingle their colors to our eyes, 
Their perfumes in the gale. 


Sprung from the dust, they rise above 
The meanness of their birth; 
They look to heaven, and yet they love 
To beautify the earth. 


Not birds more duly build and sing, 
Nor stars in turn appear, 

Than these their splendid legions bring, 
To crown and close the year. 
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They toil not, neither do they spin, 
And yet their Maker’s will, 

Exempt from sorrow, as from sin, 
They live but to fulfil. 


Ah! thus might he that made us, see 
Our Sabbath schools increase ; 
And while we dwell in unity, 
In him may we have peace ; — 


Like flowers from him receive, dispense 
The fragrance of his grace ; 

And when, like flowers, transplanted hence, 
May fairer fill our place. 
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FOR A WET HARVEST SEASON. 


WE lift our eyes, our hands, to thee, 
Our knees, our souls, to thee we bend; 
Father of all earth’s family, 
The appointed weeks of harvest send. 


The ground, thy table, is full-spread 
With food to nourish man and beast, 
Hast thou prepared the children’s bread, 
And wilt thou now forbid the feast ? 


Summer and winter, day and night, 
Seed-time and harvest thou hast willed ; 

And dew and rain, and warmth and light, 
Have each their gracious work fulfilled. 


Shall whelming floods the hopes destroy 
Of those who in thy promise trust? 
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Shall storms prevent the reaper’s joy, 
And lay his confidence in dust? 


O bid the winds and waters cease, 

The lowering firmament unshroud ; 
Think on thy covenant of peace, 

Look on thy bow, —’tis in the cloud! 


We fall adoring at thy feet, 

Our prayer is heard, the vail is riven ; 
With pure heart-offerings let us eat 

The bread that cometh down from heaven. 


oh 


THANKSGIVING FOR HARVEST. 


Tue God of harvest praise, 

In loud thanksgivings, raise 
Hand, heart, and voice ; 

The valleys laugh and sing, 

Forests and mountains ring, 

The plains their tribute bring, 
The streams rejoice. 


Of food for man and beast, 

Jehovah spreads a feast, 
Above, beneath: 

Ye herds and flocks, draw near, 

Fowls, ye are welcome here; 

His goodness crowns the year 
For all that breathe. 


Garden and orchard ground, 
Autumnal fruits have crowned, 
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The vintage glows: 
Here plenty pours her horn ; 
There the full tide of corn, 
Swayed by the breath of morn, 
The land o’erflows. 


The wind, the rain, the sun, 

Their genial work have done ; 
Wouldst thou be fed? 

Man, to thy labor bow, 

Thrust in the sickle now, . 

Reap where thou once didst plough, 
God sends thee’ bread. 


Thy few seeds scattered wide, 
His hand hath multiplied ; 
Here thou may’st find 
Christ’s miracle renewed ; 
With self-producing food, 
He feeds a multitude, — 
He feeds mankind. 


The God of harvest praise ; 

Hands, hearts, and voices raise 
With one accord ; 

From field to garner throng, 

Bearing your sheaves along ; 

And in your harvest song, 
Bless ye the Lord. 


Yea, bless his holy name, 
And your souls’ thanks proclaim 
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Through all the earth: 
To glory in your lot 
Is comely ;— but be not 
His benefits forgot 
Amidst your mirth. 


—_—y~-— 


HEART-SEARCHING. —Jeremiah viii. 20. 


Is summer ended, — harvest past, 
And I not saved? — God of grace, 
Thy covenant yet standeth fast, 
Still thy command is — “Seek my face.” 


Ah! now or never may I call 

On thy great name, through Christ, thy Son ; 
This hour, this moment, I might fall, — 

Fall, and for ever be undone. 


Save, Lord, I perish! — hear my cry ; 
I walk in darkness, — thou art light ; 
Shine forth upon my spirit’s eye, 
Faith, that outsees the eye of sight. 
Faint, yet pursuing, I lay hold 
On thy sure Word, which cannot fail ; 
Through weakness strong, by fear made bold, 
I plead that Word, and must prevail. 


Thine own Almightiness is mine, 
When wrestling thus in prayer with thee ; 


e Through Christ’s atonement, I am thine ; 


Now let me thy salvation see. 
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“OQ LORD! I BESEECH THEE, DELIVER MY 
SOUL.” — Ps. cxvi. 4. 


O TAKE away this evil heart ; 
This heart of unbelief renew ; 
So prone, so eager to depart 
From thee, the living God and true. 
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O crucify this carnal mind, 
’Tis enmity, my God, to thee ; 
I cannot love thee, till I find 
The mind that was in Christ in me. 


O sanctify this sinful soul ; 
Health to the dying leper give ; 

Thou, if thou wilt, canst make me whole; 
Speak but the word, and I shall live. 


O disenthrall this captive will, » 

(Free only when thou mak’st it free,) 
That I may glory to fulfil 

Thy perfect law of liberty. 


Then, though through life, a worm of earth, 
In death returning to the clod, 

I shall become, by second birth, 
An heir of heaven, a child of God. 


mort 


THE HARVEST OF TWO WORLDS. — John iy. 33. 


Lirt up your eyes, look round ; 
The fields to harvest white, 
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Are bowed, and shaking to the ground ; 
Where soon must perish quite, 
The sower’s seed, the tiller’s toil, 
The husbandman’s abortive trust, 
Whose crops ungathered load the soil, 
Down trodden to the dust: 
For wide the fields are spread, and far, 
And few, and weak, the laborers are. 


Lord of the harvest! now, 
Send faithful laborers forth, 
To wield the sickle, guide the plough, 
Where east, west, south, and north, 
Far as the fields of life are spread, 
The scythe of time, at death’s stern doom, 
Is reaping harvests for the dead, 
To crowd the garner-tomb : 
Lord! Lord! a precious remnant save 
From death — from death beyond the grave 
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THE EFFECT OF GOSPEL BLESSINGS. 


As from the winter sky, 
When keen the tempests blow, 
O’er fields that waste and barren lie, 
Descends the softening snow ; 


Not with ice-binding cold 
To chill the stubborn soil, 

But crumble and prepare the mould. 
To meet the plougher’s toil. 
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Then dew, rain, thunder-showers, 
With milk and honey feed 

The infant family of flowers, 
And nurse the sower’s seed. 


Till autumn-sunshine bland, 
The grateful ground receives, 

And harvest-moonlight, o’er the land, 
Brings home the reaper’s sheaves : — 


Thus, in the reign of grace, 
Come gospel-blessings down, 

And where they fall or shine, the place 
With love, joy, peace, they crown. 


God’s word, his will performs, 
And in this world, destroyed 

By sin and death, through calms or storms, 
Returns not to him void. 


May our great union-field, 
Where precious seed is sown, 

Harvests of souls in season yield 
‘To gather round his throne. 


——j—— 


A BYGONE YEAR. 


“* For WHO IS THIS THAT ENGAGED HIS HEART TO APPROACH 
UNTO ME ? SAITH THE Lorp.’’—Jer. xxx. 21. 
A YEan, another year is fled ; 
Its issues who can tell? 
Millions of voices of the dead 
Reply from heaven or hell. 
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All these were living at the birth 
Of the departed year ; 

They all have vanished from the earth, 
We fill their places here. 


Though to the eye, the ear, the mind 
Of man their speech is sealed, 

The eternal meaning each may find, 
In two plain words revealed. 


Lost spirits, from the dark abyss, 
Cry mournfully “ Beware /” 
Spirits in glory, and in bliss, 
Sing joyfully “ Prepare /” 
Thus timely warned, and moved with fear, 
Of wrath, let us beware ; 
For life or death, in this new year, 
For earth and heaven prepare. 


Who then of those with us, this day 
In childhood, youth, or age, 

“To love the Lord our God” can say 
“ We all our hearts engage.” 


—-— 


FOR A FEMALE FRIENDLY SOCIETY. 


Our soul shall magnify the Lord, 
In him our spirit shall rejoice ; 
Assembled here with sweet accord, 
Our hearts shall praise him with our voice. 


Since he regards our low estate, 
And hears his handmaids when they pray, 
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We humbly plead at Mercy’s gate, 
Where none are ever turned away. 


The poor are his peculiar care, 
To them his promises are sure! 

His gifts the poor in spirit share: 
O may we always thus be poor! 


God of our hope, to thee we bow, 
Thou art our refuge in distress ; 

The Husband of the widow, thou, 
The Father of the fatherless. 


May we the law of love fulfil, 
To bear each other’s burdens here ; 
Suffer, and do thy righteous will, 
And walk in all thy faith and fear. 


Didst thou not give thy Son to die, 

For our transgressions, in our stead ? 
And can thy goodness aught deny 

To those for whom thy Son hath bled? 


Then may our union, here begun, 
Endure for ever, firm and free ; 

At thy right-hand may we be one, 
One with each other, and with thee. 


he 


HYMN FOR THE OPENING OF THE SHEFFIELD 


GENERAL INFIRMARY, OCTOBER, 1797. 


Wuev, like a stranger on our sphere, 
The lowly Jesus sojourned here, 
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Where’er he went affliction fled, 
And sickness reared her drooping head. 


The eye that rolled in irksome night 
Beheld his face, for he was light ; 
The opening ear, the loosened tongue, 
His precepts heard, his praises sung. 


Demoniac madness, dark and wild, 
With melancholy transport smiled ; 
The storm of horror ceased to roll, 
And reason lightened through his soul. 


His touch the outcast leper healed, 
His lips the sinner’s pardon sealed ; 
The palsied frame, the crippled limb, 
Felt virtue going forth from him. 


Behold him in the wilderness, 

He lifts his hand the bread to bless ; 

And while the fainting multitude 
Looked up to him, gave all their food. 


In him with man’s infirmity, 

The fulness of the Godhead see, 

Warm tears o’er Lazarus he shed, 

Then spake the word that raised the dead. 


Through paths of loving-kindness brought, 
May all our work in him be wrought ; 

In his great Name, let us dispense 

The crumbs of our benevolence. 


Hark! the sweet voice of pity calls 
Misfortune to these hallowed walls ; 
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The breaking heart, and burdened breast, 
And helpless poverty distrest. 


Here the whole family of woe 

Shall friends, and home, and comfort know ; 
The blasted form and shipwrecked mind, 
Shall here a tranquil haven find. 


And thou dread Power! whose sovereign breath, 
Is health or sickness, life or death, 

Send thine abundant blessing down, 

And with success our labors crown. 


eS 


FOR THE MOLYNEUX HOSPITAL, DUBLIN. 


Fatuer of light, and life, and love, 
Thyself to us reveal, 

As saints below and saints above 
Thy sacred presence feel. 


Not with the eye of mortal sense, 
By angels round the throne, 

Or happy souls departed hence, 
Art thou in glory known. 


No sun by day, no moon by night, 
For this our spirits need, 

Who walk by faith, and not by sight, 
They feel thee nigh indeed. 


Light in thy light the blind may see, 
No more by sin estranged; 
Light in the Lord, so let us be, 
Into thine image changed. 
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Since thou thyself dost still display 
Unto the pure in heart ; 

O make us, children of the day, 
To know thee as thou art. 


For thou art light, and life, and love; 
And thy redeemed below 

May see thee, as thy saints above, 
And know thee as they know. 


bree 


FOR A SERMON BEFORE A SOCIETY 


FOR THE RECOVERY OF PERSONS APPARENTLY DROWNED. 


Wuen Israel, pressed by Pharaoh, stood, 
Affrighted, on the Red Sea shore, 

At thy rebuke, O Lord, the flood 
Retired, — the ransomed tribes passed o’er. 


When Jonah was cast out to die, 
And all thy storms went o’er his head, 
Thou, from the depths didst hear his cry, 
And raise him thence as from the dead. 


When Peter, walking on the wave, 
Felt his faith fail, his footsteps sink, 
Thy blessed Son was there to save, 
And snatched him from destruction’s brink. 


Within thy courts, great God, behold 
A little grateful band appear ; 

O’er these the whelming waters rolled, 
But help was nigh, and they are here. 
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Here, in thy courts, their vows to pay, 

_ And praise thee with their living breath ; 

Where had their spirits been this day, 
Hadst thou not rescued them from death ? 


Redeemed from the devouring tomb, 
Restored to life, and joy, and bliss ; 

O save them from a deeper gloom, ~ 
And to a happier world than this. 


een 


FOR A DAY OF HUMILIATION DURING THE 
PREVALENCE OF THE CHOLERA. 


Lert the land mourn through all its coasts, 
The king lay by his state ; 

Princes and rulers, at their posts, - 
Awhile sit desolate. Tiss 


Let priests and people, high and low, 
Rich, poor, and great, and small, 
Invoke, in fellowship of woe, 
The Maker of them all. 


For God hath summoned from his place 
Death, in a direr form, ; 

To waken, warn, and scourge our race, 
Than earthquake, fire, or storm. 





Let churches weep within their pale, 
And families apart ; 

Let each in secrecy bewail 
The plague of his own heart. 
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So, while the land bemoans its sin, 
The pestilence may cease, 

And mercy, tempering wrath, bring in 
Not health alone, but peace : — 

The peace of God, which passeth thought, 
Keep every heart and mind, 

Till all, by this affliction taught, 
Be to his will resigned. 


baw 


DURING THE CHOLERA.— CONFESSION AND 


SUPPLICATION. 


Ir is the Lord !— Behold his hand 
Outstretched with an afflictive rod; 

And hark! a voice goes through the land, 
“ Be still, and know that I am God.” 


Shall we, like guilty Adam, hide 

In darkest shades our darker fears ? 
For who his coming may abide? ~ 

Or who shall stand when he appears? 


No, — let us throng around his seat ; 
No, —let us meet him face to face, 

Prostrate our spirits at his feet, 
Confess our sins, and sue for grace.. 


Who knows but God will hear our cries, 
Turn swift destruction from our path, 
Restrain his judgments, or chastise 
In tender mercy, not in wrath ? 
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He will, he will, for Jesus pleads ; 

Let heaven and earth his love record ; 
For us, for us, he intercedes ; 

Our help is nigh : — it is the Lord! 


Into his hands then let us fall, 

Come health or sickness, life or death ; 
Whether he send us balm for gall, 

Or immortality for breath. 


es 


THANKSGIVING FOR DELIVERANCE FROM 
THE CHOLERA. 


WALKING on the wingéd wind, 

Fear before him, Death behind ;: 
When the Lord came down in wrath, 
Clouds and darkness girt his path. 


Thence abroad his arrows flew, 

Thick and fast they smote and slew ; 
We in dust and ashes lay, 

None could help, — but all could pray. 


Fervent prayer had power with God, 
Caught the lightnings on its rod, 
Faith and hope, amidst our bands, 
Holding up its weary hands. 


Prayer prevailed amidst despair, 
God delights to honor prayer ; 
Judgment laid its terrors by, 
Mercy beamed o’er earth and sky. 
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Now be sorrow turned to song, 

Let the bruised reed grow strong, 
Smoking flax break forth and blaze, 
Prayer transform itself to praise. 


Let the living now record 

All the goodness of the Lord ; 
Him let the redeemed adore, 
Go in peace, and sin no more. 


—~9——— 


THANKSGIVING FOR THE REMOVAL OF THE 


CHOLERA FROM SHEFFIELD, 1832. 


Sine Hallelujah; sing 
Glory to God alone! 

Bring your oblations, bring 
Thank-offerings to the throne ; 
Take words of joy, of comfort take, 

Awake to love, to life awake. 


The Lord put forth his hand, 
He touched us and we died; 
Vengeance went through the land, 
But mercy walked beside ; 
He heard our prayers ; he saw our tears, 
And stayed the plague, and quelled our fears. 


What shall we give to thee ? 
O thou, whose purer eyes 
Behold iniquity { 
In man’s best sacrifice? 
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Ourselves we give, but rest our claim 
On Christ, and know none other name. 


For Jesus’ sake forgive 
Thy people, Lord, and spare, . 
To him and thee to live, 
For thine and his we are; 
Thy quickening Spirit gave us breath, 
Thy Son, by death, has conquered death. 


oan 


LAYING THE FOUNDATION STONE OF A 
CHURCH. 


HEAVEN as a tent thine hand displayed, 
Thy word the earth on nothing hung ; 
Thy power upholds what thou hast made ; 

Thy praise, Lord God, by all be sung. 


Though small amidst the glorious space, 
Where suns and stars thy might proclaim, 
To thee we consecrate this place, 
Here we record thy holy Name. 


A temple built with hands, to thee 
For children’s children here shall rise ; | 

O may their ceaseless worship be, 
Pure offerings, free-will sacrifice. 


es | ed 


Now to the prayer of faith attend, 
Thou God who answerest by fire ; 

An earnest of the Spirit send, 
Enlarge, fulfil, surpass desire. 
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ON LAYING THE FOUNDATION STONE OF A 
CHURCH. 


Tue ground on which this day we stand, 
Holy henceforth shall be, 

For thus, Lord God of sea and land, 
Thine own we render thee. 


Maker and builder thou, of all 
Around us and above, 
On thine Almighty name we call 
To crown our work of love. : 


If, moved by thee, in dust we lay 
A true foundation here, 

Though heaven and earth must pass away, 
Thy counsel shall appear. 


An earthly temple to thy praise, 
Our laboring hands would pile; 

Do thou a spiritual temple raise, 
Within its walls, the while. 


Of living stones that temple frame, 
Founded on Christ alone, 
‘Inscribed with his exalted name, 
By all men read and known. 


From thence, as time and tide roll by, 
May ransomed souls ascend, 

Safe in their Father’s home on high, 
Eternity to spend. 
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ON THE CONSECRATION OF A CHURCH. 


Nor in Jerusalem alone, 
God hears and answers prayer, 
Nor on Samaria’s mountain known, 
Dispenses blessings there. 


True worshippers may now draw nigh, 
Sinners may seek his face, 

Assured to meet his ear and eye, 
All times, in every place. | 


Hence in the secrecy of thought 
Our silent souls may pray, 

Or round the household altar brought 
Begin and close the day. 


Yet, meet it is, and right, and good, 
Where he records his Name, 

To mingle with the multitude, 
And his high praise proclaim. 


There, while the Lord their God they bless, 
And he shines forth on them, 

His church appears in holiness, 
Their new Jerusalem. 


Then let us consecrate to him, 
These walls with love and fear; 
God dwelt between the cherubim, — « 
May God in Christ dwell here. 
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ON LAYING THE FOUNDATION STONE OF 


A PLACE OF WORSHIP. 


A sure and tried foundation stone, 
Lord God, in Zion thou hast laid ; 

Grounded and fixed on Christ alone, 
Thy church shall flourish undismayed. 


In vain the gates of hell assail, 
Impregnable is her defence ; 
The Rock of Ages cannot fail, 
Nor winds, nor floods remove her thence. ° 


We build an earthly temple here; 
Behold the work with favoring eye, 
And when our hands the top-stone rear, 
“ Grace, grace unto it,” be the cry. 


Then, by the Spirit of thy might, 
Come with the Gospel’s joyful sound, 
And here revealed in thine own light, 
Be thou by all who seek thee found. 


Lord! we have loved thy dwelling-place, 
Thy mercy-seat with men below, 

Here then, to all who seek thy face, 
From age to age thy goodness show. 


———— 


FOR THE OPENING OF A PLACE OF 
WORSHIP. 


Nor here, as to the prophet’s eye, 


The Lord upon his throne appears ; 
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Nor seraphim responsive cry, 
“ Holy! thrice holy!” in our ears. 


Yet God is present in this place, 
Veiled in serener majesty, 

So full of glory, truth, and grace, 
That faith alone such light can see. 


Nor, as he in the temple taught, 
Is Christ beneath this roof revealed, 

When blind, and deaf, and dumb, were brought, 
Lepers and lame, — and all were healed. 


Yet here, when two or three shall meet, 
Or thronging multitudes are found, 
All may sit down at Jesus’ feet, 
And hear and know the joyful sound. 


Send forth the seraphim, O Lord! 
To touch thy servants’ lips with fire ; 
Saviour! give them thy faithful word ; 
God, Holy Ghost! their hearts inspire. 


—=—§——— 


ON COMMENCING A CHURCH AND CEMETERY, © 


Fatuer of glory, God of grace! 

An house of prayer to thee we build; 
Oft may the consecrated place, 

Be with thy grace and glory filled. 


Lord of the living and the dead, 

When here the dead and living meet, 
The fulness of thy blessing shed, 

On all who seek thy mercy-seat. 
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While those who sleep in Jesus, rest 
In kindred dust and ashes near, 
This thought — their souls in heaven are blest ! 
The hearts of mourning friends shall cheer. 
They lived by faith, in hope they died, 
The cross behind their Saviour bore, 
And in his footsteps trod, to guide 
Their followers where he trod before. 
We live, — Oh! let the living praise 
The goodness that prolongs our breath ; 
We die, —die daily; all our days 
Be preparation-days for death. 


Come, then, that end of mortal strife, 
We on Christ’s faithful word rely, — 

“The Resurrection and the Life!” 
Who trust in him shall never die. 


———— 


FOR THE OPENING OF A PLACE OF PUBLIC 


WORSHIP. 


BEHOLD yon bright array, 
Before the sapphire throne ; 

There, young nor old, nor rich nor poor, 
There, bond nor free, are known. 


At once they strike their lyres, 
At once break off, — and all, 
With trembling joy, and silent love, 
In adoration fall. 
VOL. V. 17 
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Whate’er their lot below, 
As fellow-heirs of bliss, 

In heaven their services are one: 
Let earth be heaven in this. 


As brethren, thus may we 
Worship with one accord ; 

In stillness wait, in prayer bow down, 
Stand up, and bless the Lord. 

As pilgrims on their way, 
Thousands these courts shall fill, 

And travel on from strength to strength, 
Abreast to Zion’s hill. 


May all those pilgrims meet, 
When faith is changed to sight, 
Where the Lord God himself shall be 
The temple and the light: — 


Where on the sea of glass, 
The ransomed nations sing, 

And to the Lamb that once was slain, 
Eternal glory bring. 


—_o— 


ON LAYING THE FOUNDATION STONE OF A 
PLACE FOR WORSHIP. 
Tus stone to thee in faith we lay, 
We build the temple, Lord, to thee; 
Thine eye be open night and day, 
Lo guard this house and sanctuary. 
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Here, when thy people seek thy face, 
And dying sinners pray to live, 

Hear, thou, in heaven thy dwelling-place, 
And when thou hearest, O forgive ! 


Here, when thy messengers proclaim 

_ The blessed Gospel of thy Son, 

Still, by the power of his great Name, 
Be mighty signs and wonders done. 


Hosanna! to their heavenly king, 

When children’s voices raise that song ; 
Hosanna! let their angels sing, 

And heaven with earth the strain prolong. 


But will indeed Jehovah deign 
Here to abide, no transient guest ? 
Here will the world’s Redeemer reign, 
And here the Holy Spirit rest? 


That glory never hence depart! 

Yet choose not, Lord, this house alone; 
Thy kingdom come to every heart, 

In every bosom fix thy throne. 


—o— 


ON OPENING A PLACE FOR WORSHIP. 


Lorp of hosts, to thee we raise 

Here an house of prayer and praise; . 
Thou thy people’s hearts prepare, 
Here to meet for praise and prayer. 
Let the living here be fed, 

With thy word, the heavenly bread; 
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Here, in hope of glory blessed, 
May the dead be laid to rest. 


Here to thee a temple stand, 
While the sea shall gird the land ; 
Here reveal thy mercy sure, 
While the sun and moon endure. 


Hallelujah !— earth and sky 

To the joyful sound reply ; 
Hallelujah ! — hence ascend 

Prayer and praise till time shall end. 


—¢— 


FOR THE OPENING OF AN ORGAN. 


THE morning stars in concert sang, 
When God created heaven and earth ; 

And earth and heaven with music rang, 
When angels hailed Messiah’s birth. 


From Eden to the King of kings, 
In sinless man’s primeval days, 
The voices of all living things, 
All nature’s sounds, were notes of praise. 


When Adam by transgression fell, 
Concord to dissonance was changed, 
And strife, the element of hell, 
The young world’s harmony deranged. 
Nor ever, since his Sabbath-rest, 
When the great Maker from the skies, 
His finished works beheld and blessed, 
Have songs of glory ceased to rise. 
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Where two or three in union meet, 

Or thousands throng the house of prayer, 
Heart-melodies, thanksgivings sweet, 

And faithful vows are offered there. 


Now, with all instruments in one, 
All spirits tuned to one accord, 

Our prayer be this, — “Thy will be done ;” 
And this our anthem, —“ Praise the Lord!” 


—e— 


ON THE PREPARATION OF A BURIAL GROUND. 


WE plan foundations for the dead, 
But lay the earliest stone to thee, 

Who, as the whole creation’s head, 
Alone hast immortality. 


For in, and‘through, and over all, 
Extends thy universal reign ; 

We know the heaven of heavens too small, 
Thy power and glory to contain. 


In Sinai’s howling wilderness, 

Of old thy presence deigned to dwell ; 
The tabernacle stood to bless, 

And guard the tents of Israel. 


So on this yet unpeopled plot, 
Whither the living shall repair, 

And thronging graves surround the spot, ~ 
To thee shall rise an house of prayer. 


Watch o’er this sanctuary keep, 
And oh! may all who slumber here, 
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Redeemed from sin in Jesus sleep, 
Till he who is their life appear. 


' As in his rock-hewn sepulchre, 


‘ * 
Where man had never lain before, 
Thy Son once rested, — we inter 
Our kindred, seen on earth no more. 


Then, at the last loud trumpet’s breath, 
When quick and dead before him stand, 

Saved from both first and second death, 
May these be found on his right hand. 


—+—. 


FOR THE OPENING OF A CHAPEL AND 
SUNDAY SCHOOL. 


HALLOWED be this humble spot, 
Like the place of Jacob’s bed ; 
God was there, he knew it not, 
Till heaven opened o’er his head. 


Angels travelled through his dream, 
Time unveiled eternity ; 

Then came forth a voice from him, 
Whom no living eye can see. 


“T am God,— thy father’s God, 
I will bless thee and increase, 

Give the land which thou hast trod, 
To thy seed, and send them peace.” 


Not in visions of the night, —, 
God of Jacob ! on our way, 
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But in noon of gospel light, 
Here thy power and grace display. | 


Here, though prayer, since time begun, 
Never have been made before, 

Now be prayer from sire to son, 
Made till time shall be no more. 


Oft on embassies of love, 
Be descending angels sent, 
And returning spread above 
Joy o’er sinners that repent. 


Here the children’s angels‘ see 
Little ones to Jesus brought, 

In thy nurture trained for thee, 
By thine admonition taught. 


While thy ministers declare 
All the counsel of thy will, 
Lord, thy people’s hearts prepare — 
Every precept to fulfil. 


Here, when all that live are dead, 
And the unborn supply their place, 
Age by age, may souls be led, 
In this house, to seek thy face. — 


——_4y—- 


THE APPOINTMENT OF A MINISTER. 
Phil. ii. 29. 


WE bid thee welcome in the name 


Of Jesus, our exalted head ; 
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Come as a servant, so he came, 
And we receive thee in his stead. 


Come as a shepherd; guard and keep 
This fold from hell, and earth, and sin 5 

Nourish the lambs, and feed the sheep, 
The wounded heal, the lost bring in. 


Come as a watchman; take thy stand — 
Upon thy tower amidst the sky ; 

And when the sword comes on the land, 
Call us to fight, or warn to fly. 


Come as an angel, hence to guide 

A band of pilgrims on their way, 
That, safely walking at thy side, 

We fail not, faint not, turn, nor stray. 


Come as a teacher sent from God, 
Charged his whole counsel to declare ; 
Lift o’er our ranks the prophet’s rod, 
While we uphold thy hands with prayer. 


Come as a messenger of peace, 

Filled with the Spirit, fired with love ; 
Live to behold our large increase, 

And die to meet us all above. 


—o—— 


FOR A MEETING OF MINISTERS. 


Pour out thy Spirit from on high ; 

Lord, thine assembled servants bless ; 
Graces and gifts to each supply, 

And clothe thy priests with righteousness. 
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Within thy temple, when we stand 
To teach the truth, as taught by thee ; 
Saviour, like stars in thy right hand, 
The angels of the churches be. 


Wisdom, and zeal, and faith impart, 
Firmness with meekness, from above, 
To bear thy people on our heart, 
And love the souls whom thou dost love : — 


To watch, and pray, and never faint, 
By day and night, strict guard to keep, 
To warn the sinner, cheer the saint, 
Nourish thy lambs, and feed thy sheep. 


Then, when our work is finished here, 
In humble hope our charge. resign ; 
When the Chief Shepherd shall appear, 
O God! may they and we be thine. 


—— ae 


ON THE DEATH OF A MINISTER. 


Rest from thy labors, rest, 
Soul of the just set free! 

Blest be thy memory, and blest 
Thy bright example be. 


’ Now toil and conflict o’er, 
Go, take with saints thy place, 
But go, as each hath gone before, 
A sinner saved by grace. 


Lord Christ, into thy hands, 
Our pastor we resign ; 
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And now we wait thy own commands, — 
We were not his, but thine. : 


Thou art thy church’s head, 
And when the members die, 

Thou raisest others in their stead, — 
To thee we lift our eye ;— 


On thee our hopes depend, 
We gather round our Rock; 

Send whom thou wilt, but condescend 
Thyself to feed thy flock. 


9 


ON THE DEATH OF A MINISTER, CUT OFF 
IN HIS VIGOR. 


Go to the grave in all thy glorious prime, 
In full activity of zeal and power ; 
A Christian cannot die before his time, 
The Lord’s appointment is the servant’s hour. 


Go to the grave; at noon from labor cease ; 
Rest on thy sheaves, thy harvest-task is done ; 
Come from the heart of battle, and in peace,’ 
Soldier, go home; with thee the fight is won. | 


Go to the grave; though like a fallen tree, 
At once with verdure, flowers, and fruitage 
crowned ; 
Thy form may perish, and thine honors be 
Lost in the mouldering bosom of the ground ; — 


Go to the grave, which, faithful to its trust, 
The germ of immortality shall keep ; 
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While safe, as watched by cherubim, thy dust 
Shall, till the judgment-day, in Jesus sleep. 


Go to the grave, for there thy Saviour lay 
In death’s embraces, ere he rose on high ; 

And all the ransomed, by that narrow way, 
Pass to eternal life beyond the sky. 


Go to the grave ;— no, take thy seat above ; 
Be thy pure spirit present with the Lord, 
Where thou, for faith and hope, hast perfect love, 
And open vision for the written Word. 


—+— 


PRAYER FOR AN AGED MINISTER. 


A BLESSING on our pastor’s head, 
Lord God, we fervently implore ; 

On him this day a blessing shed, 
For life, for death, for evermore. 


For all that thou in him hast wrought, 
For all that thou by him hast done, 

Our warmest, purest thanks be brought, 
Through Jesus Christ our Lord, thy Son. 


To thee he gave his flower of youth, 

To thee his manhood’s fruit he gave, 
The herald of life-giving truth, 

Dead souls from deathless death to save. 


Forsake him not in his old age, 
But while his Master’s cross he bears, 
. Faith be his staff on pilgrimage, 
A crown of glory his gray hairs. 
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With holier zeal his heart enlarge, 
Though strength decay, and sight grow dim, 
That we, the people of his charge, 
May glorify thy grace in him. 
So, when his warfare here shall cease, 
By suffering perfected in love, 
His ransomed soul shall join in peace 
The church of the first-born above. 


—_¢—— 


ON A MINISTER’S JUBILEE. 


HALLeLusaH! heart and voice, 
Yielding all the praise to thee, 
Lord, the flock would now rejoice 

In their shepherd’s jubilee. 


Hallelujah! heart and voice, 
When the day of God they see, 
All Christ’s sheep will thus rejoice, 

At his own great jubilee. 


Hallelujah.! heart and voice, 

Then in heaven one fold shall be, 
And one shepherd, — to rejoice 

In eternal jubilee. . 


eae 


APPEAL FROM POOR CHILDREN. 


FriEnps of the poor, the young, the weak, 
Regard our humble train ; 
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Compassion at your hands we seek ; 
Shall children plead in vain? 


Were you not children once ? — Renew 
The time when young as we; 

Think of the friends that nourished you, 
And hearken to our plea. 


Are there not feelings from above, 
In every heart that reign? 

The pulse, the voice, the look of love ; — 
Shall nature plead in vain ? 


Have you no dear ones round your hearth, 
As weak and young as we? 

Think, if like ours had been their birth, 
Could you resist the plea? 


Have you not known a Saviour’s grace, 
For man’s redemption slain? 

Behold that Saviour in our place ;— 
Shall Jesus plead in vain? 


No ;—by his early griefs and tears, 
When poor and young as we; 

By all his woes in after years, 
Accept your Saviour’s plea. 


—e— 


THE ERECTION OF A SUNDAY SCHOOL. 


. A CHILDREN’s temple here we build, 
And consecrate it, Lord, to thee ; 
In hope, that with thy presence filled, 
These humble walls henceforth may be. 
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When Christ, thy holy child, was born, 
He had not where to lay his head ; 
Though King of kings, he did not scorn 

The meanness of a manger-bed. 


He, who the throne of glory shares, 
Came down, that we, through sovereign love, 
Might be God’s children, and God’s heirs, 
Joint-heirs with him in bliss above. 


And is he not to-day the same, 
And deigns he not to visit there, 

Where two or three in his great Name, 
Are met for worship, praise, and prayer? 


Ah! yes, where simple souls are taught 
To know and do his Father’s will, 
Or infants to his arms are brought, 
He welcomes all, and blesses still. 


Come, Holy Ghost! while we draw nigh, 
Such life and power to us afford, 

That each may “ Abba, Father!” ery, 
And young and old call Jesus, Lord. 


ee 


THE HAPPINESS OF THOSE WHO WALK 
WITH CHRIST. 


Harry the child, who early makes 
The path of duty his delight, 

The way of wickedness forsakes, 
And walks as in his Maker’s sight. 
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“Happy the youth, whose soul hath found 
Pardon and favor with the Lord; 
True riches shall to him abound, 
True pleasures spring from God’s word. 


Happy the man, who trusts in thee, 
Christ, our Redeemer, strong to save, 

Thy love through life his bliss shall be, 
In death his hope beyond the grave. 


Thrice happy they, who thus are taught 
To seek salvation here below, 

And young or old, determined naught, 
Save Jesus crucified, to know. 


ee 


THE SOULS OF CHILDREN RANSOMED BY 
THE DEATH OF CHRIST. 


Lorp Jesus Curist, the children’s friend, 
On us lift up thy gracious hands, 

And from thy holy temple send 
Blessings on our united bands. 


How precious in thy Father’s sight 

Were children’s souls, when thee he gave, 
His only Son, his heart’s delight, 

From hell to heaven those souls to save! 


What love to them, what love was thine, 
Meek Lamb of God when thou didst give 
Thy soul, a sacrifice divine, 
Dying thyself that they might live! 
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Nor less the Holy Spirit’s grace, 
When by his light he thee reveals, 

As though they saw thee face to face, 
And them as heirs of glory seals. 


Are children’s souls of such high price ? 
With grief and gladness may we see, 
How sad their loss in Paradise, 
How great their gain on Calvary 


Our own no longer, thine they are, 
In mercy bind them to thy cross; 
Safe only from the tempter there, 
From second death and endless loss. 


—— fa 


POOR CHILDREN PRAYING FOR GRACE. 


O Lorp our God, thy light and truth 
To us thy children send, 

That we may serve thee in our youth, 
And love thee to the end. 


By nature sinful, weak, and blind, 
The downward path we trod, 

Our wandering heart and wayward mind 
Were enemies to God. 


But friends and guardians now, through grace, 
Our heedless steps restrain, 

They teach us, Lord, to seek thy face, 
Which none shall seek in vain. 


Hence to the hills we lift our eyes, a 
From which salvation springs ; | 
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O Sun of Righteousness, arise, 
With healing in thy wings! 


Arise, — and o’er this vale of tears, 
Shine into perfect day, 

Still heavenward, through progressive years, 
Pointing the Christian’s way. 


oe 


YOUTH RESOLVING BY VOWS AND PRAYER 
TO SERVE THE LORD. 


Yourtu, health, and strength are ours to-day, 
And years to come in prospect lie; 

But youth, health, strength, must soon decay, 
This year — this moment, we may die. 


Brought to the altar of the Lord, 
Eternal enmity, we now 

To sin and Satan would record ; 
To Christ eternal homage vow. 


Lord, to thyself our spirits draw, 
Bind our affections with thy love ; 

Incline our hearts to keep thy law, 
And fix our hopes on things above. 


The fragrance, dew, and flower of youth, 
The health and strength of nature’s prime, 
We here present ;—— Oh! thine in truth 
Be all our talents, all our time. 


Heavenward our course on earth be bent, 


Where’er our future lot is cast; 
VOL. V. 18 
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And life, thus well and wisely spent, 
Be pure and holy to the last. 


——--o—— 


THE HEART GIVEN TO GOD IN ACKNOWL- 
EDGMENT OF HIS BLESSINGS. 


PART I. 
Our parents, brothers, sisters, friends, 
We love and hold most dear ; 
For these our heavenly Father sends 
To make us happy here. 


They feed, they clothe, supply our wants, 
And bless us while they live; 

But God, our heavenly Father, grants 
Blessings they cannot give. 


We call them ours a little while — 
Then one by one departs, 

And we no longer see their smile 
That won our youthful hearts. 


Our heavenly Father cannot die; 
On him our souls depend ; 

We sleep and wake beneath his eye — 
He loves us to the end. 


He gave us being, gave us breath ; 
We feel his constant care ; | 

We're his through life, we’re his in death, 
His we for ever are. 

He to his house, not made with hands, 
Invites us while we roam, 
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And at the door our Saviour stands 
To bid us welcome home. 


PART II, 
What doth the Lord, on our poor part, 
Require us to resign? 
“ My son,” saith he, “ give me thy heart,” 
“ My daughter! give me thine.” 


Let us on this great jubilee, 
Answer, “Thy will be done ; 
We give up all our hearts to thee: 

Each child now brings thee one. 


“'Take them, and fill them with thy love — 
Fill till they overflow 
With praise to thee in heaven above, 

And prayer for all below. 


“May every heart on earth’s wide face, 
Of child or man, be given 

To Christ, where’er his word of grace 
Is sounded under heaven!” 


—¢—— 


PRAYER FOR SPIRITUAL LIGHT, HOLINESS, 
AND PEACE. 


Gop, o’er all supremely blessed, 
God, in Christ made manifest, 
God, the Spirit, one in three ; 
Make thy children one with thee. 


Let the glory of thy face, 
Let the riches of thy grace, 
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Let thine influence benign, 
Sanctify and seal us thine. 


Thou art power, and love, and light, 

By that threefold cord unite 

All our schools, with large increase, 

In thy covenant of peace. 7 


Then the living, year by year, 
Shall recruit our numbers here, 
And our dying friends supply 
Fresh accessions to the sky. 


Till, at mortal life’s last stage, 

Time himself shall die of age, 
Death, dethroned, lay down his head 
In that grave where lay his dead. 


Thence may we, in that dread hour, 
Rescued from the tyrant’s power, 

With thy saints arise, and sing 

Christ, death’s Conqueror, Christ our King. 


— 


GOD THE SOURCE OF NATURAL AND SPIRIT- 


UAL LIGHT. 
FOR SUNDAY SCHOOL TEACHERS, 

Gop said, “ Let there be light!” 

And light sprang forth, new born ; 
He spake, ’t was done, — primeval night 

Brake into glorious morn. 
Who then shall dare to say, 

“ Let there be darkness ” — none 


ee Oe 
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But ravening wolves that hate the day, 
And owls that fear the sun. 


Stars, from the solar fount, 
Their borrowed lustre draw ; 
Moses came radiant from the mount 
To teach God’s holy law. 


Warm from the throne of grace, 
Where we have learnt his will; 

When we go forth, may every face 
Express his image still. 


Light in the Lord are we, 
While by his truth we stand, 

Reflecting beams of Deity, 
Like stars in his right hand. 


So shall our schools be found 
As gardens of the Lord, 

And fruits of holiness abound, 
Where’er we plant the Word. 


—o—- 


FOR A SUNDAY SCHOOL MEETING AT 
WHITSUNTIDE. 


Wirn heart and soul, with mind and might, 
In many a glad and grateful throng, 

The aged and the young unite 
To sing their pentecostal song. 


This day brings sweet remembrances 
Of hallowed seasons gone before, 


2 


8 ORIGINAL HYMNS. 


And pledges greater things than these, 
To schools and teachers, still in store. 


Thus every year bequeathes one day 
Of special blessings to record ; 

With dear companions by the way, 
While following on to know the Lord. 

A gathering here on pilgrimage 
Refreshes thousands in their course ; 

A field-day here gives those who wage 
War with the world, redoubled force. 


Among the annals of the past, 
This happiest day let us enroll, 

And year by year, while life shall last, 
Inscribe a happier on the scroll. 


Can such a consummation be ? — 
This day is owrs,— the only one ; 
To spend it for eternity . 
Will be the good work well begun. 


a es 


UNITY IN FAITH, HOPE, AND FEELING. 


ARrouwnD the throne of grace we meet, 
In pentecostal bands, 

With Christian love each other greet, 
And join our hearts and hands. 


Now all-as one, and one as all, 
Faith, feelings, hopes the same, 

On our Lord Jesus Christ we call, 
And glorify his name. 
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At once upon ten thousand flowers, 
The morning sunbeams strike, 

Millions of blades of grass — spring showers 
Baptize from heaven alike. 


So may the Sun of Righteousness 
On our assembly shine, . 

And showers of consolation bless 
Our souls with peace divine. 


Hence, when we to our homes return, 
Rejoicing let us say, 

“ Did not our hearts within us burn, 
While Christ went all our way?” 


—_@—- 


SABBATH SCHOOL UNION. 


On earth we meet again below ; 
But shall we ever meet above, 
And all our souls together flow 
In one eternal tide of love ? 
Some meet who never met before ; 
We bid them welcome on their way : 
And some may part to join no more 
The children’s Whitsuntide array. 


While the whole world before us lies, 
May each, whate’er our pilgrim path, 
Be truly taught, and timely wise | 
To follow peace, and flee from wrath :— 


That wrath, which disobedience brought 
On Adam’s sin-born progeny ; 
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That peace, which our Redeemer bought, 


With his own blood, upon the tree. 


So be this temple to the Lord, 


This Sabbath Union, which we build 


Of living stones, upon his Word, 


With his perpetual presence filled. 


Death-partings, then, from earth shall be 


Life-meetings in that world above, 


Where life is immortality, — 


An immortality of love. 


——— oe 


Hosanna be the children’s song, 
To Christ, the children’s King ; 

His praise, to whom their souls belong, 
Let all the children sing. 


From little ones to Jesus brought, 
Hosannas now be heard; 

Let infants at the breast be taught 
To lisp that lovely word. 


Hosanna here, in joyful bands, 
Maidens and youths proclaim, 

And hail with voices, hearts, and hands, 
The Son of David’s name. 


Hosanna, sound from hill to hill, 
And spread from plain to plain ; 

While louder, sweeter, clearer still, 
Woods echo to the strain. 


--- 
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Hosanna, on the wings of light, 
_ O’er earth and ocean fly ; 
Till morn to eve, and noon to night, 
And heaven to earth reply. 


The city to the country call ; 
Let realm with realm accord ; 

And this their watchword one and all; 
Hosanna — praise the Lord! 


Hosanna, then, our song shall be ; 
Hosanna to our King ; 

This is the children’s jubilee ; 
Let all the children sing. 


ae 


CHILDREN RECALLING CHRIST’S EXAMPLE 
AND HIS LOVE. 


WHueN Jesus left his Father’s throne, 
He chose an humble birth; 

Like us, unhonored and unknown, 
He came to dwell on earth. 


Liké him, may we be found below 
In wisdom’s paths of peace ! 

Like him, in grace and knowledge grow, 
As years and strength increase. 


Jesus passed by the rich and great, 
For men of low degree ; 

He sanctified our parents’ state, 
For poor, like them, was he. 
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Sweet were his words, and kind his look, 
When mothers round him pressed ; 
Their infants in his arms he took, 
And on his bosom blessed. 


Safe from the world’s alluring harms, 
Beneath his watchful eye, 

Thus in the circle of his arms, 
May we forever lie. 


When Jesus into Salem rode, 
The children sang around ; 

For joy they plucked the palms, and strowed 
Their garments on the ground. 


Hosanna, our glad voices raise, 
Hosanna to our King ; 

Should we forget our Saviour’s praise, 
The stones themselves would sing. 


For we have learned to love his name: 
That name divinely sweet, 

May every pulse through life proclaim, 
And our last breath repeat. 


ren senee 


CHILDREN ACKNOWLEDGING THE PROVI- 


DENCE AND GOODNESS OF GOD. 


Tue children’s angels always view 
Their heavenly Father’s face ; 
His joyful messengers and true, 
In providence and grace: — 
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To guard our feeble steps; to keep 
From harm our living breath, 

Watch o’er our senses while we sleep, 
And waft us home in death. 


But not to angels’ care alone 
Poor children are consigned ; 

To God himself our wants are known, 
The Lord to us is kind. 


Yes ;— every comfort here below, 
And every hope above 5° 

All that we have and are, we owe 
To his unfailing love. 


Then let us act as in his sight, 
And on our humble way 

Walk in the liberty of light, 
As children of the day. 


Young though we be and in the prime 
Of life’s unfolding powers, 

Of all the moments of our time, 
This, only this is ours. 


We seize it, Lord, before ’t is past ; 
We yield ourselves to thee ; 

Thine be our earliest years, our last, 
And our eternity. 


eens 


CHILDREN NUMBERING THEIR DAYS. 


Tue pure and peaceful mind, 
The meek and lowly heart, 
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The patient will to thine resigned, 
God of all power impart. 


Young though in years we be, 
In health and spirits strong ; 
What is the life of man to thee? 

The longest is not long. 


A thousand years, a day, 
Are equal in thy sight; 
Our generations pass away, 

Like watches of the night. 


Lord, make us timely wise 
To know our call of grace ; 
And with the moment, as it flies, 
Run our appointed race : 


Still keep the end in view, 
Tarry nor turn aside, 

Perils, allurements, bonds break through 
Most faithful when most tried ! 


Thus, till we reach the goal, 
All else we count but loss ; 

Nor till we gain the prize, —our soul, — 
Grow weary of the cross. 


ee 
THE GOVERNMENT OF THE TONGUE. 


THE tongue, the tongue, with all its powers, 
Is thine who made it, thine, not ours ; 

Lord, teach us early to control, 

That tameless tell-tale of the soul. 
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’T was with the tongue, the serpent’s wile 
Did Eve’s simplicity beguile ; 

*T was with the tongue fallen Adam tried, 
His guilt behind her sin to hide. | 


The tongue’s a sword, a two-edged sword, 
To kill or quicken with a word ; 

A key to ope and shut the heart, 

To lock out knowledge or impart. 


With it God’s glory we proclaim, 
With it blaspheme his holy name ; 
Here good and evil strangely meet, 
Hence bitter waters flow with sweet. 


Lord, such confusion should not be; 

Thou art all truth, all equity ; 

Pure from thine hand the creature sprung, 
But lost thine image through the tongue. 


Through it that image be restored ; 

Let tongues of fire that preach thy word, 
Call, by thy Holy Spirit’s might, 

Souls out of darkness into light. 

Be this our lot: — may heart and tongue 
To heavenly harmony be strung, 

Till every tone thy love record, 

And every pulse praise thee the Lord. 
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PRAYER FOR PRESERVATION FROM SINFUL 
WORDS. 


Wirs lawless lips, unbridled tongue, 
In language, wanton or profane, 
Never, good Lord, from us be wrung 

A phrase to take thy name in vain. 


For every idle word to thee, 
As each must give a strict account, 
Well might we tremble, could we see, 
Young as we are, the past amount. 


Since, not by blasphemy alone, 

When sinners curse thee to thy face, 
A thought, a sign, a look, a tone, 

May cast upon thy name disgrace. 


Thy name they also desecrate, 

Who read thy word, who pray, and praise, 
Yet not on thee in spirit wait, 

Nor honor thee in all their ways. 


Thy name!— O by our mouth, that word 
Be never spoken, — in our heart 

Conceived, — or by our ear be heard, 
Without remembering who thou art: — 


God, from eternity the same, 
For ever blessing, ever blest ; 

Holy and reverend is thy name, 
Why is it not by all confest ? 
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Now, fire from heaven, thy fire of love, 
To sanctify our speech be sent, 

Till, gathered to the church above, 
Pure love shall be our element.. 


ae 


SCRIPTURAL EXAMPLES OF PIETY AND OBE- 
DIENCE IN THE YOUNG. 


Isaac was ransomed when he lay 
Upon the altar bound ; 

Moses, an infant cast away, 
Pharaoh’s own daughter found. 


Joseph, by his false brethren sold, 
God raised above them all; 

To Hannah’s child, the Lord foretold, 
How Eli’s house must fall. 


David the bear and lion slew 
And o’er Gath’s champion trod ; 
Josiah, from his boyhood, knew 
His father David’s God. 


To good Naomi gentle Ruth 
Clave with a daughter’s soul; 

A little maid revealed the truth, 
Whence Naaman. was made whole. 


Children are thus Jehovah’s care ; 
Thus youth may seek his face ; 
Since his own Son he did not spare, 

With him he gives all grace: 


. a 
er, o 
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Grace, like the young of whom we read, 
Early in him to trust; 

A friend in need, a friend indeed, 
As merciful as just. 


Lord, while like them our course we run, 
Be thou to us that friend, 

And in the footsteps of thy Son, 
Conduct us to the end. 


—_+— 


THE CHRISTIAN SISTERHOOD. 


ON THE CENTENARY CELEBRATION OF THEIR ESTABLISHMENT 
IN 1752. 
On his pilgrimage of woe, 
When our Saviour walked below, 
He, whose voice awoke the dead, 
Had not where to lay his head. 


Yet, on one sweet hill of rest, 

Oft he loved to be a guest, 

Where two sister-handmaids dwelt, 
In whose home, at home he felt. 


Fulneck-hill to-day shall be 

Our delightful Bethany ; 

Dwell, Lord Jesus, where we dwell, 
God with us, Immanuel ! 


In our hearts, do thou appear, 
Let our spirits feel thee here, 
Till, called hence by thee, in love, 
To thy Bethany above. 
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ON THE DEATH OF A SUNDAY SCHOOL 
TEACHER. 


Wexr?p, little children, weep, 
A father gone before ; 

For those who loved to see his face, 
Shall see his face no more. 


Yet all whom once he taught 
To sit at Jesus’ feet, 

And seek the blessedness he sought, 
May him in glory meet. 

Mourn, youths and maidens, mourn, 
Whom like a flock he led 

To living streams from Christ the rock, 
And in green pastures fed. 


Walk in his footsteps here, 
So, in the heavenly fold, 

When the chief Shepherd shall appear, 
Be you with him enrolled. 


Grieve, fellow teachers, grieve ; 
With you he bore the cross, 
And gladly, for a crown of life, 

* Accounted all things loss. 


Think with what power he spake, 
While tears his words outran, 
As though his very heart would break 
With love to God and man. 
VOL. VY. 19 
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His eye, his voice, his hand, 
Still marshal you along ; 
A fearless, firm, united band, 
Quit you like men, — be strong! 


Strong in the Lord was he, 
And valiant for the truth ; 

Go, train your little ones to be, 
Christ’s soldiers from their youth. 


ines 


CHILDREN PRAISING GOD. 


Guory to the Father give, 

God in whom we move and live, 
Children’s prayers he deigns to hear, 
Children’s songs delight his ear. 


Glory to the Son we bring, 

Christ, our prophet, priest, and king ; 
Children, raise your sweetest strain 
To the Lamb, for he was slain. 


Glory to the Holy Ghost ; 

Be this day a Pentecost ; 
Children’s minds may he inspire, 
Touch their tongues with holy fire. 
Glory in the highest be 

To the blessed Trinity, 


For the gospel from above, 
For the word, that “ God is love.” 


—_—" 
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OLD AND YOUNG PRAISING JESUS TOGETHER. 


O coms, let us raise 
Our tribute of song; 
Thanksgiving and praise 
To Jesus belong ;— 

He came from above 
Our bliss to begin, 

Make perfect in love, 
And free us from sin. 


The old and the young, 

His people by choice, 
With heart, soul, and tongue, 
In him may rejoice : — 

We meet him to-day 
Triumphantly crowned, 
And welcome his way, 
In chorus around. 


Hosanna !— that word 
To children is dear ; 
To Jesus our Lord, 
We’ll echo it here; — 
Let worldlings despise, 
And enemies rail, 
Hosannas shall rise, 
Hosannas prevail. 


God’s temple shall ring, 
While under his eye, 
Hosanna we sing, 
For Jesus draws nigh: 
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Hosanna! our breath 
Through life shall proclaim ; 
Hosanna! in death, — 
In glory, the same! 


—_——— 


FOR A SUNDAY SCHOOL ANNIVERSARY. 


Tur brightest morning of the year 
Is that which brings the day, 

When Sunday schools assemble here, 
Their joyful vows to pay. 


The loveliest scene that eyes behold, 
Is band succeeding band, 

Till, fairly formed with flags unrolled, 
The children’s legions stand. 


The sweetest harmony that:floats, 
Is, when, o’er hill and dale, 

From yonder height, their mingling notes 
With rapture swell the gale. 


The purest bliss that life can know, 
Devoid of fear and guile, 

Is, when at once all bosoms glow, 
All faces wear one smile. 


Nor beautiful on earth alone 
This spectacle of love, 

Their angels round their Father’s throne 
Bend o’er it from above. 


Great God! fulfil our hearts’ desire ; 
Make every soul sincere, 
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That, in thy sight, this youthful choir 
May be what they appear. 


—— 


FOR WADSLEY CHURCH SCHOOLS.* 
Come from your dwellings, girls and boys, 
Come in your neat though plain array ; 
From work and pastime, tools and toys, 
Come to the children’s holy day. 


Come from the valley and the hills, 

Round Wadsley Church, by Wharncliffe woods: 
Come from the forges, tilts, and miils 

On Rivelin, Dun, and Loxley floods. 


We gladly answer, while we throng 

Through fields and lanes — We come, we come, 
To sing the children’s sweetest song, — 

Stones might cry out if we were dumb. 


Hosanna to our Saviour King, 
Who came from heaven for us to die ; 
Hosanna let the moorlands ring, 
Hosanna all their rocks reply. 


At church, in school, this day, good Lord ! 
With reverence and with godly fear, 
Teach us to hearken to thy word, 
And then to practise what we hear. 





* Wadsley, and the other places mentioned in the second 
verse of this hymn, are situate from four to eight miles N. W. 
of Sheffield, and include the picturesque scenery of the old bal- 
lad —“ The Dragon of Wantley,”’ and several streams of local ce- 
lebrity. 
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Our weakness help, our sins forgive, 
Confirm our faith, our love increase ; 

That we may serve thee while we live, 
And when we die, depart in peace. 


——p 


FOR THE SUNDAY SCHOOL JUBILEE, 


THE BIRTHDAY OF ROBERT RAIKES, THE FOUNDER OF SUN- 
DAY SCHOOLS, SEPT. 14, 1831. 


I. 


Let songs of praise arise ; 
Teachers, your tribute bring ; 

Let hallelujahs fill the skies, 
Earth with hosannas ring. 


Once, by the river-side, 
A little fountain rose ; 

Now, like the Severn’s sea-ward tide, 
Round the broad world it flows. 


One heaven-directed mind 
Revealed the simple plan: 

Now, in the glorious task combined, 
Ten thousand are one man. 


Though poor and mean the place, 
And small the band he taught: 

Millions since then have shared the grace ; 
Behold what God hath wrought. | 


Through Albion’s ocean isles, 
In near and distant lands, 
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Where’er the Christian Sabbath smiles, 
The Sabbath school-house stands. 


Heralds of peace proclaim 
The year of jubilee ; 

Now in the babe of Bethlehem’s name, 
Bid every child go free. 


———— 


FOR THE SUNDAY SCHOOL JUBILEE, 
September 14, 1831. 


II. 


LOovE is the theme of saints above ; 
Love be the theme of saints below : 

Love is of God, for God is love; 
With love let every bosom glow : — 


Love, stronger than the grasp of death, 
Love that rejoices o’er the grave, 
Love to the Author of our breath, 
Love to his Son, who came to save ; — 


Love to the Spirit of all grace, 
Love to the Scriptures of all truth, 
Love to our whole apostate race, 
Love to the aged, love to youth ; — 


Love to each other — soul and mind, 
And heart and hand, with full accord, 
In one sweet covenant combined, 
To live and die unto the Lord. 


Christ’s little flock we then shall feed, 
The lambs we in our arms shall bear, 
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Reclaim the lost, the feeble lead, 
And watch o’er all in faith and prayer. 


Thus through our isle, on all our bands, 
The beauty of the Lord shall be ; 

And Britain, glory of all lands, 
Plant Sabbath schools from sea to sea. 


ad 


FOR AN INFANT SCHOOL. 


PERCEIVED THAT THE LORD HAD CALLED THE CHILD.”’ 


1 Samuel iii. 8. 


Sun, moon, and stars, by day and night, 
At God’s commandment, give us light, 

And when we wake, and while we sleep, 
Their watch, like guardian angels, keep. 


The bright blue sky above our head, 
The soft green earth on which we tread, 
The ocean rolling round the land, 

Were made by God’s almighty hand. 


Sweet flowers that hill and dale adorn, 

Fair fruit-trees, fields of grass and corn, 
The clouds that rise, the showers that fall, » 
The winds that blow — God sends them all. 


The beasts that graze with downward eye, 
The birds that perch, and sing, and fly, 
The fishes swimming in the sea, 

God’s creatures are as well as we. 


But us he formed for better things ; — 
As servants of the King of kings, 
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With lifted hands, and open face, 
And thankful hearts, to seek his grace. 


Thus God loved man, and more than thus, — 
He sent his Son to die for us, 

And now invites us, when we die, 

To come and live with him on high. 


But we must live to him below, 

For none but such to heaven will go;— 
Lord Jesus, hear our humble prayer, 
And lead the little children there. 


——~—— 


FOR THE CHILDREN OF NATIONAL, BRITISH 
OR SUNDAY SCHOOLS. 


Tuy throne, O God, in righteousness, 
For ever shall endure ; 

We bow before it; deign to bless 
The children of the poor. 


Thy wisdom fixed our lowly birth, 
Yet we thy goodness share ; 

Still make us while we dwell on earth, 
The children of thy care. 


Strangers to thee, though thine by name, 
We hear thy welcome voice, 
. And gathered from the world, became 
The children of thy choice. 


Thou art our Shepherd ; — glorious God, 
Thy little flock behold ; 
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And guide us by thy staff and rod, — 
The children of thy fold. 


We praise thy name that we were brought 
To this delightful place, 

Where we are watched, and warned, and taught, — 
The children of thy grace. 


O may our friends, thy servants here, 
Meet all our souls above, 

And they and we in heaven appear, 
The children of thy love! 


— a 


HYMN FOR THE BRITISH ORPHAN. ASYLUM. 


Tuovu Father of the fatherless, 
A band of orphans see, 

And from thy throne of glory bless, 
Our little family : — 


A little family, who share 
No human parents’ love ; 

And yet for whom thou wilt prepare 
A house and home above :— 


A home above, if trained up here, 
In wisdom’s paths to go. 

We travel heavenward in thy fear, 
From this sweet home below : — 


This home below, where we have found 
Refuge in time of need, 

And meet upon its holy ground, 
Friends, who are friends indeed. 
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For friends indeed to us are they, 
Who, for our Saviour’s sake, 

Have sought us out, like lambs astray, 
Their bounty to partake: 


Thine is their bounty, — theirs not less, 
Though thine what each imparts, 
When, to relieve the fatherless, 
Thy love constrains their hearts. 


——¢——= 


FOR THE CHILDREN IN A CHARITY SCHOOL 


. WHILE saints and angels, glorious King, 
Day without night thy praises sing ; 
Thou wilt not humbler strains despise, 
The songs of children reach the skies. 


Amidst the whole creation’s cares, 

The meanest worm thy bounty shares ; 
- Thine eyes the depths of ocean see, 

The grave itself hides not from thee. 


While want and hardships were our lot, 
Thou knew’st us, though we knew thee not ; 
Now we adore thine hand, that sends 

Our earthly comforts, home, and friends. 


With these thy heavenly gifts afford, 

Thy Son, thy Spirit, and thy Word :— 
Thy Word to teach our wayward youth, 
Thy pure commandments, God of truth ! — 
Thy Spirit to dispel the night 

Of sin and error, God of light! — 
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Thy Son, to raise our minds above 
This world’s affections, God of love! 


For all the good thy grace imparts, 
What shall we give thee ? — take our hearts: 
O seal them by thy power divine, 
In life, in death, for ever thine. 


> 


FOR RAGGED SCHOOLS. 


Tue poorest of the poor are we, 

But precious are our souls to thee, 
Whon, though thou art the Lord of all, 
Our Heavenly Father we may call. 


If meanly clad, and sparely fed, 
Give us this day our daily bread, 
For all that live, and move, and are, 
In Providence, thy bounty share. 


To thee, when the young ravens cry, 
Thy hands their humble wants supply ; 
Alike on thee, their unknown friend, 
The lion and the lamb depend. 


Thine air, thy sunshine, dews, and showers, 
In season make the lily’s flowers 

More beautiful to look upon, 

Than on his throne, King Solomon... 


The widow, old and desolate ; 
The orphan in his low estate ; 
The slave, the outcast of mankind, 
Thee their almighty Helper, find. 
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All times, and everywhere, thine eye 
Looks down upon us from the sky ; 
Could we look up, by light divine, 
Ours might be ever fixed on thine. 


While every word we speak, thine ear 
Through all creation’s sounds can hear, 

But ours, if opened to thy word, 

Thy voice from heaven would here be heard. 


Moment on moment, breath by breath, 
Our pilgrim life draws nearer death : 
Each breath, each moment, make us be 
More meet for immortality. 


O God, most merciful and just, 

Shall we not put in thee our trust ? 

In grief and pain, to calm our fears, 
Comfort our hearts, and wipe our tears. 


———}—— 


POOR CHILDREN PRAYING FOR THEMSELVES 
AND THEIR BENEFACTORS. 


Gop over all, the sun by day 
Reveals thy glory in his light; 
The moon and stars thy voice obey, 
And mark thy presence through the night. 


God over all, the earth that yields 
Her flowers and fruits at thy command, 
From mountains, rivers, woods, and fields, 
Pours the rich bounties of thy hand. 
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To us, the poorest of the poor, 

High as thou art thy care descends ; 
Thy mercies are for ever sure, 

Thou art our father, these our friends. 


Are these our friends? —thou God of grace, 
Reward their love a thousand fold ; 

And may they ever in thy face, 
Their best, their dearest friend behold. 


Art thou our father ? ~ we confess, 

With grief and shame our sin and guilt ; 
O turn from our unrighteousness, 

Look on thy Son, — his blood was spilt. 


He bore the chastening of thy rod, 
That we might by his stripes be healed ; 


‘He died for us, the Lamb of God! 


He rose, and our redemption sealed. 


And shall we, dare we, can we still 
Resist thy fear, thy love despise ? 

No, take us, — soul, affection, will — 
A free and living sacrifice. 


—~— 


FOR CHRISTIAN ADULT SCHOOLS, 
Bristol, 1813. 


Lorp! are there eyes that see the sun, 
And gaze with joy on nature’s face, 

Yet while through all thy works they run, 
Thy glorious Godhead never trace ? 
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Lord! are there eyes, to which thy book 
No hidden mystery reveals ? 

O give them power thereon to look ; 
“Lion of Judah! break the seals.” * 


There, with new sight, may they behold 
Thy counsels, since the world began, 

Like morning’s gradual beams, unfold 
The wonders of thy love to man: — 


For whom, a rebel from his birth, 
Thine only Son thou didst not spare: 
The Lord from heaven came down to earth, 
fis guilt and punishment to bear. 


Thus while instruction they receive, 
Thy Spirit’s inward light impart, 
Till trembling penitents believe, 
And mercy heals the broken heart. 


Not eyes alone shall then rejoice 
In the rich comforts of thy word ; 
Deaf ears shall hearken to thy voice, 
And bless the day its sound was heard. 


Tongues, that were wont to pledge thy name 
In oaths, and cursings, change their tone, 
Thy free salvation to proclaim, 
And make thy loving-kindness known. 


Bosoms, by cruel fiends possest, 
Dark dungeons of indwelling sin, 


* Rev. v. 5. 
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Are temples, with thy presence blest, 
All glorious, like the ark, within. 


Though earth no lovelier prospect show 
Than children walking in thy ways ; 

And heaven no sweeter music know 
Than infant voices joined in praise: 


Though such, secured from early vice ; 
Watered by thy continual care, 
Spring up like trees of Paradise, 
And fruit, in long succession, bear: 


Yet will the tears of transport swell, 
Our spirits’ pure affection burn, 

‘When aged sinners, warned of hell, 
Though late and slow, to God return. 


Humbly they take the lowest seat ; 
Matrons and hoary-headed men 

Are learners at the Saviour’s feet, 
Are “little children” once again. 


Lord! we commit them to thine hands, 
To thee their new-born hopes aspire; 

O take them, keep them, — these are brands, 
Pluckt out of everlasting fire. 


en eeenek 
CHILDREN SCHOOLS NURSERIES FOR 
PARADISE. 


OvrR schools are nurseries below, 
For trees of Paradise to. grow, 
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Till by their Saviour’s training hand, 
Transplanted to the promised land. 


Myriads already, from our care, 
Once our companions flourish there, 
Yet still in fellowship all meet, 
They see his face, we kiss his feet. 


There’s joy in heaven among the saints, 
O’er every sinner that repents ; 

The children’s angels swell that strain, 
When little ones are born again. 


Then be this day of sacred mirth 
A jubilee in heaven and earth; 


Hence while our glad hosannas rise, 
High hallelujahs fill the skies. 


When time hath run his latest round, 
And the last trumpet ceased to sound, 
Death and the grave abolished, — then 
Eternity shall shout, Amen ! 


hy 


ALL AGES PRAISING THE LORD. 


Now Lord of lords and King of kings, 
Homage from all created things 

Receive; the church above, beneath, 
One prayer, one song, one spirit breathe ; 
Childhood, and youth, and age that wears 
The crowning glory of gray hairs. 


VOL. V. 20 
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THE SABBATH ON EARTH—THE SABBATH IN 
HEAVEN. 


Tue Sabbath of the Lord, 
The Sabbath is our day, 

For then we read and hear God’s word, 
We learn to praise and pray. 


Ours is the Sunday school, 
Its lessons may we prize, 
And grow by every gospel rule 
Unto salvation wise. 


So all our lives below, 
In wisdom’s pleasant ways, 

The fruits of Sunday schools shall show, 
The bliss of Sabbath days. 


Lord of the Sabbath, send 
Prosperity and peace, 

Till tasks and teaching here shall end, 
Tongues fail, and knowledge cease. 


Then heaven itself shall be 
One Sunday school above ; 

And undisturbed eternity 
One Sabbath day of love. 


a 


SUNDAY SCHOOL UNION JUBILEE, 1853. 


Tue grace of Jesus Christ our Lord, 
The Father’s love with sweet accord, 


Ge 
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The Holy Ghost’s communion be 
Our bond of peace and amity. 


This is the threefold cord that binds 
The sympathies of kindred minds, 
And draws them to that glorious three, 
The One eternal Deity. 


Thus God to man himself reveals, 
His people calls, redeems, and seals, 
Who one with him in spirit are, 

In answer to Christ’s farewell prayer. 


Nor time, nor place, nor life, nor death, 
Decaying strength, departing breath, 
Can loose or break that holy cord, 
Laid on them by their loving Lord. 


This was the very cord of love, 

Which drew him from his throne above; 
With it he makes sin’s prisoners free, 
And captive leads captivity. 


Bound with this covenant to-day, — 
We rest as pilgrims on our way, 
Past trials thankfully review, 

And cheerfully prepare for new. 


—_o— 


GLORIA PATRI. 
Maker, Upholder, Ruler! — thee, 
Let all that live adore, 
Who art, and wast, and yet shalt be, 
God blessed evermore. 
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Redeemer, Prophet, Priest, and King! 
Appointed Judge of all! 

Let ransomed souls thy triumphs sing, 
And foes before thee fall. 


Spirit of life, and light, and love ! 
_ To us thy gifts impart ; 
From heaven, descending like a dove, 
Come dwell in every heart. 


Thee, Father, Son, and Spirit! thee, 
Let heaven and earth adore ; 

Thou art, thou wast, and thou shalt be 
One God for evermore. 


fee 


AFTER DIVINE SERVICE 


AGAIN our ears have heard the voice, 
At which the dead shall live ; 

O may the sound our hearts rejoice, 
And strength immortal give. 


And have we heard the word with joy ? 
And have we felt its power? 

To keep it be our blessed employ, 
Till life’s extremest hour. 


——_4-— 


ON LEAVING THE HOUSE OF GOD.. 


Tuy word, almighty Lord, ” 
Where’er it enters in, 
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Is sharper than a two-edged sword 
To slay the man of sin. 


Thy word is power and life; 
It bids confusion cease, 

And changes envy, hatred, strife, 
To love, and joy, and peace. 


Then let our hearts obey 
The gospel’s glorious sound, 
And all its fruits, from day to day, 
Be in us and abound. 


—§—-~ 


DOXOLOGIES. 
I. 


Aut glory to the Father be, 
Coequal glory to the Son, 

And to the Holy Spirit, — Three, 
Jn union of the Godhead One. 
As ’t was ere measured time begun, 

Is now, and shall forever be, 
While self involving ages run 
The circle of infinity. 


II. 


All glory to the Father be, 
All glory to the Son, 

All glory to the Spirit, — Three, 
In power and Godhead One. 

As ’twas ere measured time begun, 
Is now, and yet shall be, 
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While never-ending ages run 
On through eternity. 


III. 


Glory, O Father! be 
To thee, and to thy Son, 
And to the Holy Spirit, — Three, 
In name, —in Godhead One. 
As ’t was ere time begun, 
As ’tis, and yet shall be, 
While everlasting ages run, 
On through eternity. 


IV. 


Glory to the Father be. 

Equal glory to the Son; . 
And the Holy Spirit, — Three, 
In eternal Godhead One. 

As it was ere time begun, 
As it now is, and shall be, 

While unending ages run 
Onward to eternity. 


Ve 


Glory to the Father be, 
Glory to the Son, 
Glory to the Spirit, — Three, ~ 
In the Godhead One. 
As it was ere time begun, 
Is, and yet shall be, 
While unending ages run 
To eternity. 


fee iP EN DIX 
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APPENDIX. 


SONNET UPON THE CLOSE OF THE CAMPAIGN 
OF 1793. 


Hair, drear December, King of Tempests, hail! 
Rise wrapt in horrors, armed with vengeance rise! 
Round thy pale throne tormented goblins wail, 
And sanguine meteors streak with blood the skies! 


Grim tyrant, say, since light from darkness rose, 
Was ever year before so red with crimes? 

Oh, guilty year! Oh, year of murders! close, 
And be abhorred, accursed by future times ! 


In blood did Spring, in blood did Summer mourn, 
And Autumn’s reeking vintage gushed with gore ; 
Rather than scenes like these should yet return, 
May seed and harvest time return no more ; 
Eternal desolation blast the plain, 

And Winter — everlasting Winter, reign ! 


December, 1798. 
(318) 
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HYMN, WRITTEN FOR A MEETING OF THE 
“FRIENDS OF PEACE AND REFORM,” 


ON THE DAY OF GENERAL FAST, FEBRUARY 28, 1794. 


O Gop of hosts, thine ear incline, 
Regard our prayers, our cause be thine: 
When orphans cry, when babes complain, 
When widows weep, canst thou refrain? 


Now red and terrible, thine hand 
Scourges with war our guilty land ; 
Europe thy flaming vengeance feels, 
And from her deep foundations reels. 


Her rivers bleed like mighty veins ; 

Her towers are ashes, graves her plains ; 
Slaughter her groaning valleys fills, 

And reeking carnage melts her hills. 


O Thou, whose awful word can bind 
The roaring waves, the raging wind, 
Mad tyrants tame, break down the high, 
Whose haughty foreheads beat the sky. 


Make bare thine arm, great King of kings ! 
That arm alone salvation brings : 

That wonder-working arm which broke 
From Israel’s neck the Egyptian yoke. 


Burst every dungeon, every chain, 

Give injured slaves their rights again ; 

Let truth prevail, let discord cease, 

Speak — and the world shall smile in peace. 


OF POSTHUMOUS POEMS. one 


DEFINITION OF MAN. 


% An acquaintance of mine, who is fond of the Linnean mode 
of characterizing objects of Natural History, has amused him- 
self with drawing up the following definition of man: simia sine 
caudé: pedibus posticis ambulans: gregurius, omnivorus, inquietus, 
mendax, furax, rapax, salax, pugnax, artium variarum capaz, 
animalium reliquorum hostis, sui ipsius imimicus acerrimus.’’ 
Montgomery translated these terms for his readers, as follows: 

MAN is an animal unfledged, 

A monkey with his tail abridged ; 

A thing that walks on spindle legs, 
With bones as brittle, sir, as eggs ; 
His body flexible and limber, 

And headed with a knob of timber; 

A being frantic and unquiet, 

And very fond of beef and riot ; 
Rapacious, lustful, rough and martial, 
To lies, and lying scoundrels partial! | 
By nature formed with splendid parts, 
To rise in science — shine in arts; 

Yet so confounded cross and vicious, 
A mortal foe to all his species ! 

His own best friend, and, you must know, 
His own worst enemy by being so / 


— 


A THOUGHT. 
Wauize shadowy night expands his starry wings, 
And bears the brilliant moon upon his breast, 
Beyond this scene of transitory things 
My spirit soars, and all her sorrows rest. 
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Come, Contemplation! wonder-viewing maid! 
And lift sublime thine intellectual eye ; 

See the blue galaxy of space displayed, 
Behold the living glories of the sky ! 


In beautiful magnificence of light, 
Legions of radiant luminaries roll ; 

Like flaming cherubim, with banners bright, 
In triumph marching o’er the convex pole. 


Each twinkling beauty beams a mighty sun, 
To circling worlds dispensing life and day ; 
Worlds — that through pathless fields of ether run, 
By sister moons attended on their way. 


But who shall trace the dark, bewildering maze, 
Where the free wanderers of creation roam — 

That borrow, from a thousand suns, their blaze, 
And make th’ unbounded universe their home ? 


Rise !—rend the veil of this contracted sky ; 
Explore the secrets of the dread abyss ; — 
Dart through immensity a seraph’s eye, 


From earth’s dim dungeon to the realms of bliss! _ 


An awful vision overwhelms the sight! 
Where bold imagination never trod, — 
The sun of suns, the native land of light, 
All nature’s centre — stands the throne of God! 


His throne ?— weak worm! where hast thou found 
his throne ? 
Canst thou confine the Deity to place? 


> a 
a ee 
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- Know that he dwells within himself alone, — 
His time, eternity !— his presence, space ! 


THE LOSS OF THE LOCKS. 


“In Dr. Anderson’s ‘ Bee’ (vol. xii. p. 76), some account is 
given of a mineral found in Siberia, which is composed of fine 
threads of red shorl inclosed by nature in transparent rock- 
crystal: these, when regularly disposed, as they sometimes 
happen to be, resemble those tresses of real hair so often put 
into lockets or brooches, in honor of some friend, relative, or 
lover. This dusus nature, soon after its discovery, was aptly 
named cheveux de Venus (Venus’s hair), from its color somewhat’ 
resembling that given by the poets to the Goddess of Beauty. 
Another variety of this elegant stone which has been discovered, 
containing green instead of red tresses, acquired the appellation 
of ‘ Thetis’s hair.’ 

“In the same number of the ‘Bee’ (Nov. 14, 1792), a corre- 
spondent, signing himself ‘ Arcticus,’ and who was in reality 
Dr. Guthrie, physician to the Imperial Cadet Corps at St. Pe- | 
tersburg, the author of several useful mineralogical papers, of- 
fered, as prizes for poetical competition, two fine ring-stones of 
the substances alluded to, —‘ The first, for the best classical 
fable of that fair jilt’s [Venus] trip to Siberia, and the manner 
she left her golden locks in a crystal rock. The second, a ring- 
stone of the sea-goddess’s hair, whom they [the poets] must get 
to Siberia as they can, or the offered stone, its production, will 
not be within their reach.’ The gems were in the hands of Dr. 
Anderson, but what became of them does not appear; there is 
no record in the ‘Bee’ of either adjudication of, or poetical 
competition for, the prizes. 

“ Accidentally meeting with the volume containing the account 
of these curious Russian minerals, some time after the periodical 
had dropped, Montgomery amused his imagination with tracing 
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their origin in the fable before us. It was a work of haste; for, 
as he once told us, ‘ Though the introductory lines were writ- 
ten five years before the publication of the poem in the ‘ Iris,’ 
in December, 1799, the remainder was composed week by week, 
as it was wanted by the compositor.’ ’? — Memoirs, vol. i. p. 815. 


CANTO I. 

Once on a time, —and you may know 
*T is now three thousand years ago, 
Near ancient Troy, — though when and where, 
To us is neither here nor there; 

- Who dare dispute the truth of fable ? 
When once a poet slips his cable, 
He scuds away before the wind, 
While in their cockboats, far behind, 
Critics in vain pursue the chase, 
Distanced alike in time and place. 
So the proud swan triumphant sails, 
While ducks at distance wag their tails. 


‘Achilles dead, his mother Thetis 
Bewailed her son in dismal ditties ; 
And mourned her own immortal lot, 
Since he could die and she could not. 
Around her cave a beauteous throng 
Of mermaids poured the plaintive song, 
And all the tears of those sweet girls 
Were metamorphosed into pearls ; 
Which as they fell they caught with care, 
And strung them on their sea-green hair. 
Stern Neptune shared his davighter’s pain, 
And Amphitrite shrieked amain ; 


See RN ER a 
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Through all the sea the sorrow ran, 
_ The Tritons blubbered to a man. 
The billows heaved with such emotion, 
There seemed an earthquake in the ocean ; 
While, blest in vain with hearts of stone, 
Relenting rocks returned the moan. 
Rapacious sharks released their prey, 
And swooned delightfully away ; 
Herrings, like floating islands hung 
In listening millions on her tongue ; 
And sentimental shrimps did languish 
In all the ecstasy of anguish ; 
Unwieldy turtles bounced their best, 
And seemed deliciously distrest ; 
E’en sympathizing lobsters wailed, 
And wondered what their pincers ailed; 
Oysters lay gasping in their beds, 
And cockles shook their sapient heads ; 
Crabs clasped their claws, with frantic air, 
In all the pathos of despair ! 


At length the tide, that flowed so high, 
Began to ebb in every eye; 
Thetis resolved to seek relief, 
And in a voyage drown her grief. 
The Dame was soon equipt for sea, 
(A tighter vessel could not be,) 
And all her sorrows, all her charms, 
Committed to her legs and arms; 
No seventy-four, with all its trimming, 
Was ever more expert at swimming: 
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Though wild and high the surges swelled, 
Her lightest touch their wrath repelled. 
A fleet of dolphins formed her train, 

And gaily gambolled through the main. 
Swift as the moon’s awakening beam, 
Swift as a disappearing dream, 

Swift as the whirlwind sweeps the sky, 
Swift as a spider snaps a fly, 

So swift along the yielding spray 

Her gallant elbows won their way. 

As when the moon and starry host, 

On heaven’s tempestuous ocean tost, 
Bathe their bright forms in billowy clouds, 
Then start in splendor from their shrouds, 
And braving wind and weather bleak, 
Play all night long at hide and seek, 
Thus Thetis with her dolphin-crew, 
Alternate rose and sunk from view. 

Now in the whelming gulf concealed, 
Then fresh in rosy bloom revealed, 

Light o’er the glistening wave she glides, 
With glowing cheek, and panting sides, 
Waves her green locks, and winds her limbs, 
The surface circling as she swims; 

Fond Ocean clasped her on his breast, 
And bore her blushing to the west. 


O for immortal Homer’s fire, 
Or humbler Virgil’s sweeter lyre, 
To sing, in strains that wildly weep, 
My Lady’s dangers in the deep! 
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How like A‘neas and Ulysses, 

From Seylla’s fangs and Circe’s kisses, 
From self-consuming /étna’s rage, 
From Polyphemus’ dreadful cage, 
Ten thousand thousand perils past, 
She fled, — she triumphed to the last! 


Now reaching that divided strand, 
Where Hercules’ huge pillars stand, 
Where proud Gibraltar bullies Spain, 
She shoots into the western main ; 

And there her dolphin-train dismisses, 
With briny tears and balmy kisses. 

Now tost about by tempests frantic, 

She stoutly stems the fierce Atlantic ; 
And all alone, undaunted braves 

- The roaring wilderness of waves. 

Yet Lisbon’s rock she shuns with care, — 
She dreads the Inquisition there! 

Nor nearer Gallia’s coast is seen, — 

She fears no less the guillotine ! 

But O! she hails, with proud emotion, 
The mighty magnet of the ocean, 

That rules the waves where’er they roll, 
From sun to sun, from pole to pole— 
That sweet, sequestered island-realm, 
Where George the Third directs the helm! 


“The Inquisition ? — George the Third ? — 
The guillotine ?— absurd! absurd ! 
VOL. V. 21, 
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Did ever such abortive blunders 
Disgrace the vilest ‘Tale of Wonders,’ 
Born in despite of Nature’s law, 

When Bedlam brains were in the straw ? 
What can the crazy scribbler mean? ” — 
To leave you to the guillotine ; 

And in the teeth of railing knaves, 

To follow Thetis through the waves. 


Now dashing througb the Straits of Dover, 
The German Ocean crossing over, 
Lapland’s remotest point she doubles — 
There falls into a sea of troubles. 

Her courage now begins to fail her, 

Islands of floating ice assail her, 

Bulge her sweet ribs with barbarous shocks, 
Amidst the crash of falling rocks ; 

Not Jove himself was more embarrassed, 
When, by rebellious Titans harassed, 

The mountains rattled round his ears, 

And spoiled the music of the spheres. 


The goddess thus besieged around, 
Sighs for a foot of solid ground, 
Strains every sinew, spends her strength, 
And in Siberia lands at length. 
What strange adventures there befell, 
The Muse another time shall tell ; 
After such tossing on the billows, 
My readers languish for their pillows: 
Go, gentle friends, and slumber free 
From all the dangers of the sea, 
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For mightier perils, still in store, 
The fates reserve for you on shore. 


CANTO II. 


The goddess rising with a smile, 

Like Egypt from the waves of Nile, 
Fresh from the renovating flood, 

On the bleak beach astonished stood ; 
When, all around her, she descried 

A ghastly region, wild and wide, 

Whose flowerless hills, and famished flocks, 
Were howling wolves and horrid rocks ; 
While chill and wintry blew the breeze, 
O’er icy lakes and leafless trees. 

Then rushed on her dejected mind, 

The classic scenes she left behind, — 
The shores of Greece, the Trojan plain, 
The islands of the 7igean main, 

Those lovely infants of the deep, 

On Ocean’s lap that smile and sleep! 
Then sobs convulsive shook her breast, 
Warm gushed the tears, too long represt, 
And, paler than the polar snow, 

She looked unutterable woe. 


Now sweetly sailing with the wind, 
Soft on a rosy cloud reclined, 
Pensive and pale, and unattended, 
The Queen of Love from heaven descended. 
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At her approach the hideous wild 
With melancholy pleasure smiled ; 
Thus from the womb of ancient Night, 
All beauteous sprang created Light ; 
The infant smiled the mother dead, 
Chaos beheld his son— and fled! 


The ladies met with marvelling eyes, 
That spoke unspeakable surprise ; 
Thetis at length the silence brake, 

And thus the gentle goddess spake : — 
“ Well! by the polar star, my dear, 
What doth the Queen of Beauty here? 
Did e’er immortal dame before 

Run foul of such a rough lee-shore ?” 


Venus replied, in accents low, 
Light as the flakes of falling snow : — 
“ While sporting in the fields of air, 
All in a curricle and pair, 
A vulture scared my harnessed doves, 
And put to flight the pretty loves. 
In vain I strove with softest words 
To soothe my poor affrighted birds ; 
With trembling hand I tried in vain 
To check them with the silken rein: 
My wingéd steeds, — more wild than they 
That whirled the chariot of the day, 
When young Apollo set the spheres 
All in a blaze about our ears, — 
Their fainting mistress bore on high, 
Through many a thousand miles of sky ; 
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Till reaching Winter’s dire dominions, 

Dead dropped my doves, with powerless pinions: 
I fell !—a cloud to save me flew, 

And kindly wafted me to you!” 


While Venus told her tender tale, 
Thetis by turns grew red and pale ; 
At length she cried, — but scarce could speak, 
For both her eyes had sprung a leak, — 
“ All’s well at last, but by this light, 
Where, comrade, shall we mess to-night ? 
The moon you see o’er yonder vale, 
Hath just weighed anchor and set sail; 
Her fleet of stars are all afloat, 
Each in his little jolly-boat !” 


* Behold,” quoth Venus, “ where a cavern 
Invites us like a friendly tavern.” 


“ Crowd every sail then, at a venture,” 
Cried Thetis, “ helm’s a-lee, and enter!” 


Reaching the grotto in a minute, 
The ladies went to roost within it; 
But ah! for lack of feather beds, 
They made their pillows of their heads, 
Unbound their locks divinely fair, 
Veiled their fine limbs in mantling hair, 
And slept in sheets of snow so nice, 
‘With blankets of the purest ice, 
All comfortable, cold, and clean — 
Strange berths for goddesses I ween! 
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Yet there, in Winter’s frozen lap, 

Unguarded Beauty stole a nap; 

Thus red and white, through withering snows, 
The lovely laurustinus blows. 


On twilight mountains, stretched afar, 
That freeze beneath the polar star, 
In wild and melancholy state, . 
A beldame grasps the shears of fate ; ; 
A witch of such tremendous skill, 
She wields the elements at will! 
With man she claims a kindred birth, 
Her limbs, like his, were formed from earth ; 
The quickening air her breath supplies, 
And fire and water are her eyes; 
Darkness her veil, her face is light, 
Her motion day, her slumber night. 
Her varying moods the seasons bring, 
She blushes summer, smiles the spring ; 
*T is autumn when she looks serene, 
And winter when she has the spleen. 
The morning strews her path with flowers, 
Which evening bathes in balmy showers ; 
In her the warbling birds rejoice, 
For all their music is her voice. 
Ancient as Time, unchanged as Truth, 
She glories in perennial youth ; 
Her floating garments grace the skies, 
Clouds of a thousand forms and dyes. 
When midnight meteors glance and glare, 
She shakes her scintillating hair ; 
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When horrible eclipses happen, 

*T is then she puts her conjuring cap on! 
She lends the wandering planets wings, 
Holds the fixed stars in leading strings, 
And coins new moons, as kings do gold, 
From the light clippings of the old. 

The sun obeys her daily motion ; 

Her footsteps petrify the ocean ; 

The undulations of the tides 

Are but the heaving of her sides ; 

The willing winds her yoke obey, 
Hailstorms and tempests cleave her way ; 
And eager lightnings, prompt to fly, 
Pause on the twinkle of her eye ; 

Deep roll the thunders round her head, 
And earthquakes tremble at her tread! 
But what can speak her boundless fame ? 
A word! —for Nature is her name! 


The reader, big with expectation, 
Stands like a note of admiration ! 
Why glare those unbelieving eyes? 
Poets are licensed to surprise : 
Shall Aristotle or Longinus, 

To reasonable bounds confine us? 
The bard has neither wit nor sense, 
Who cannot oft with both dispense. 
Know too, in this enlightened age, 
The marvellous is all the rage : 
Monsters as naturally are bred 

As maggots in a scribbler’s head, 


328 APPENDIX 


While little limits do contain 

The mighty wilderness of brain, 

Whence fiends and forms, more grim to view 
Than Lybian deserts ever knew, 

Rush o’er the realms of Truth and Taste, 
And lay the world of reading waste ! 
Genius itself, in wild weeds clad, 

With insipidity run mad, 

And moon-eyed Nonsense, staring blind, 
Have so bewitched the public mind, 
That authors must, in times like these, 
Work miracles for bread and cheese, 
Like conjurors amuse the many, 

And raise the devil to raise a penny! 


Hold, let us take a little breath, 
Nor, swan-like, sing ourselves to death: 
With Mother Nature newly drawn, 
We'll leave the goddesses in pawn ; 
But soon in canto third and last, 
Make full atonement for the past; 
And to redeem our lovely pledges, 
Break down all Aristotle’s hedges. 


ee 


CANTO III. 


Great Nature now, transcendent queen, 
Enters our wild Siberian scene; 
Around in hushed attention lies, 
The theatre of earth and skies ; 
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Not deeper silence, darker gloom, 

Lull the cold region of the tomb. 
Marshalled in dreadful ranks at hand, 
The elements on tiptoe stand, 

Spirits that earth and ocean fill, 

Or work in fire and air her will; 
Impatient each to prove his power, 
And rule, the tyrant of the hour, 

Yet trembling with mysterious awe, 
Live on her look — her look their law! 


She came: the clouds before her sight, 
Undrew the curtains of the night ; 
The smiling moon, and stars serene, 
- Bowed in bright homage to their queen ; 
Gay northern glories o’er the sky 
Broke from the lightning of her eye ; 
While all the hoary hills below 
Shone in the majesty of snow ; 
The echoing vales with music rang, 
For bears and wolves in concert sang ; 
Shrill piped the gale, and hoarse and deep 
The waves responded in their sleep. 
Pleased with the scene, th’ enchantress smiled 
In boundless beauty o’er the wild, 
Then, lest its charms too soon be lost, 
Bound the resplendent night in frost! 
Her awful head she then declined, 
And sunk to stillness with the wind ; 
Cold o’er her nerves the numbness crept, 
And chilled her heart-strings — Nature slept! 


‘ 
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Outstretched she lay, from west to east, 
Six thousand English miles at least : 
From gloomy Greenland’s coast forlorn, 
To where Kamtschatka hails the morn, 
The lady’s longitude extended, — 

And there the frost began and ended ! 


“ How dare you libel Nature thus ? 
Think not to pass such dreams on us!” 
Nay, critics, do not storm about her, 
We could not make a frost without her ; 
And bards, for lack of better means, 
Are privileged to use machines: 

The Muse had sworn, whate’er the cost, 
To pawn Parnassus for a frost ; 

A frost the story did require, 

Though frost had set the world on fire ! 


When o’er the hills the morning broke, 
Thetis and Cytherea ’woke, 
But vainly struggled in their beds, 
To loose their limbs, and lift their heads ; 
Those heads that lent their ample tresses, 
To wind those limbs in soft undresses, 
Those heads the tyrant Frost had bound, 
Those limbs enchanted to the ground, 

_ Congealed in ice those radiant locks, 

And fixed the goddesses on rocks. 


Thus Gulliver, as Swift relates, — 
The shuttlecock of adverse fates, — 
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By winds and waves, with dire commotion, 
Borne o’er the solitude of ocean, 

Landed at length his luckless foot 

On the sweet shore of Lilliput ; 

Where, like a weather-beaten ass, 

He couched and slumbered on the grass ; 
But waking soon, with horror found 

His limbs in cobweb-cables bound, 

By every hair upon his head 

Chained fast to his terrestrial bed! 


With lucid ice encrusted round, 
Like flies in beauteous amber found, 
Our dames, in cold confinement pent 
By Nature’s act of parliament, 
Plead Magna Charta to no purpose, 
And sued in vain for Habeas Corpus ; 
Ah! who with nature can contend, 
And hope to triumph in the end ? 
If at the door the witch you spurn, 
Quick through the window she’ll return ; 
Driven from the head, you feel her dart 
Through every fibre of the heart! 
So when physicians hunt the gout, 
The lame distemper skips about 
From limb to limb, and stops with ease 
The patient’s breath, the doctor’s fees. 


When Jove beheld the mighty odds, 
He called a synod of the gods; 
Gods who in wood, and stone, and brass, 
For very honest men might pass ; 
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But when from brass, and stone, and wood, 
The poets made them flesh and blood, 

The metamorphosed blocks and logs 

Were verily most shabby dogs. 


Each minor god assumed his throne ; 
Jove o’er the rest superior shone, 
Much like the Jove of winter nights, 
Surrounded by his satellites ! 
The Thunderer then, with arms a-kimbo, 
Told of our goddesses in limbo ; 
Quick at the news the powers on high 
Peeped from the windows of the sky, 
Convulsed with laughter when they saw 
Immortals bound by Nature’s law, 
Almost in bankruptcy of breath, 
Stretched at the turnpike-gate of Death, 
Through which no traveller, on trust, 
Did ever pass — or ever must; 
Where Time himself, by Fate’s decree, 
Pays tribute to Eternity ! 


Momus alone, with solemn grace, 
Maintained his fortitude of face, 
Bowed at the central throne his skull, 
And thus addressed the Great Mogul: — 
“ An’t please your worship, my advice 
Would free the ladies in a trice.” 
“Take counsel,” Jove exclaimed, “ of you? — 
The powers dethrone me if I do!” 
“Nay, don’t be angry,” Momus said; 
“Do any thing but shake your head.” 
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That moment, such the will of Fate, 
With rage the Thunderer shook his pate ; 
Then rocked the pillars of creation, ~ 
Pale Nature reeled on her foundation, 

- Through every joint she felt the shock 
Of Jove’s electrifying block ; 

Oh! then were broken in a trice 

Her spell of frost and charm of ice ; 
Our startled captives raised their heads, 
And sprang triumphant from their beds; 
But, dire mischance! among the rocks 
Left the rich harvest of their locks — 
Those locks divine, in ice inurned, 

That ice to purest crystal turned ! 


As Berenice’s beams appear 
Enshrined in heaven’s own sapphire sphere, 
With ringlets of celestial light, 
Dishevelled o’er the brows of Night, 
Thus in that cavern’s hideous womb, 
Twinkling sweet splendor through the gloom, 
Those tresses in transparent stone, 
A richer constellation shone. 
Here the bright sea-nymph’s curls were seen, 
Like fairy rings of glossy green ; 
And Cytherea’s ravished hair, 
_ A golden treasure, glittered there, 
As if the moon enthroned on high, 
Had cast her halo from the sky. 


The goddesses, struck dumb with wonder, 
A moment gazed, —then fled asunder ; 


e . 
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Pale Thetis sought her native haven, 

And reached old Greece, chagrined and shaven ; 
There, wandering midst her darkest rocks, 
She mourned Achilles — and her locks; 
While Venus, on the wings of morn, 

Gay as a grasshopper, though shorn, 

Flew to the skies, and triumphed there 

O’er every head, and every hair; 

The gods, their wives and daughters sweet, 
Laid beards and tresses at her feet: 

And every pate and every chin 

Was cropt and levelled to the skin; 

And to this origin, perhaps, 

We owe the birth of wigs and caps: 

While love shall reign the sovereign passion, 
Beauty will always lead the fashion. 


eee 


EPITAPH 


FOR A PROPOSED MONUMENT TO “EDWIN AND EMMA.,”’ 


Here dust to dust, to ashes ashes laid, 

Sleep the cold relics of a youth and maid, 

Whom Love, too exquisite, condemned to feel 
Those bosom-pangs, which Death alone can heal : 
Death came; — and weeping as he struck their doom, 
Sealed an eternal marriage in the tomb: 

While Mallet scattered o’er their bridal biers 
Sweet flowers of verse, for ever fresh with tears. - 
Hence parents learn, that hearts to love awake, 
Must beat together, or together break ! 
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Hence Youth be warned, nor prove, like them, too 
late, 
Love’s arrows, winged with hope, are barbed with 
fate. 
Sheffield, September 16, 1800. 


—~—— 


EPITAPH ON A YOUTH OF FIFTEEN. 


Hurz sleeps in peace a lovely youth: 

What was his praise ? — he loved the truth. 
He feared not death: —‘what hope had he ?— 
Hope full of immortality. 

Reader, thy day of grace is now ; 

What praise is thine? what hope hast thou ? 


—_—¢— 


A FRAGMENT. 


WHEN Contemplation’s mournful eye is cast 

O’er the dim wilderness of ages past, 

Time’s hoary ruins, scattered round the scene, 

Stretch their broad shadows o’er the wastes between; 

Wastes, — where proud nations, once the heirs of 
fame, 

Lie low in dust, extinguished even in name; 

Ruins, — where prouder states with madness fired, 

In vain to Immortality aspired. — 

They perished, and the wrecks they left behind 

Record the crimes and sufferings of mankind. 

I sing those ruins. Time! thy course renew, 

And make the past the present to my view : — 
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A sudden whirlwind mingles earth and skies, 
The ruins tremble, and the dead arise! 

Along the valley of departed years, 

A melancholy multitude appears ; 

Like half-remembered dreams the shadows swim, 
In twilight vision, venerably dim. 

They pass; high o’er the undistinguished throng, 
The giant ghost of Babel towers along ; 

In hieroglyphic majesty sublime, 

Old Egypt frowns, the eldest-born of Time; _ 
Pale through the gloom the tribes of Israel rise, 
Like the sweet Pleiades in wintry skies ; 
Voluptuous Persia glimmers in the storm, 

A. feeble, lingering, evanescent form ; 

Greece, like resplendent Pallas, springs to light, 
A martial maiden, beautiful and bright ; 
Carthage, a gaunt and sullen spectre, mocks 

The north-wind with her sea-weed woven locks ; 
In stern defiance, lowering round the tomb, 
Glares the fierce spirit of Imperial Rome ; 

Black in the rear Barbarian clans came forth, 
Wild as the trumpets of their native north ; 
They rush to battle. — Darkness o’er my head 
Breaks like the Day of Judgment !— All is fled!” 


eee 


FOR THE WIDOW AND THE FATHERLESS. | 


Wuen those we love on earth are seen no more, 
We mourn to think that they are gone before ; 
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But if a pang amidst eternal rest 
Could ever reach the bosoms of the blest, 
If grief in heaven could one weak moment find, 
Would they not mourn that we are left behind 2— 
Our friend is gone, our father snatched away ; 
Through death’s dark night he passed to endless day ; 
With tears and sighs, in humble hope we gave 
His dear, his sainted relics to the grave: 
Yet from that grave we lift the weeping eye, 
To hail his spirit beckoning from the sky ; 
We hear his voice — in tones divinely sweet, 
He calls us home to our Redeemer’s feet ; — 
We lived below, a family of love ; 
O may we be a family above! 
October 19, 1809. | 
3 


EPITAPH: 


Sue lived ;— what further can be said 
Of all the generations dead ? 
She died ; — what else can be foretold 
Of all the living, young or old? 
March 8, 1816. 
—+— 


TO THE MEMORY OF A YOUNG GIRL, 


WHO HAD BEEN MUCH DELIGHTED BY A DISCOURSE ON THE 
MINISTRY OF ANGELS, WHICH SHE HAD HEARD A SHORT 
TIME BEFORE HER LAST ILLNESS. 

Visrons of angels, beautiful and kind, 
Turned to a paradise thine infant mind ;: 
VOL. V. 22 
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They seemed at home within so pure a breast, 
Yet vanished soon, for here was not their rest, 
Nor thine, — like those in Jacob’s dream, they trod 
A ladder, rising to the throne of God : 

And taught thy little steps that easier way 

From night on earth to heaven’s eternal day. 
Angels ere long, but not in vision, spread 

Their golden pinions round thy dying bed, 

And in their arms thy ransomed spirit bore, 
With songs of joy, where death shall be no more. 
Dwell there, sweet saint, in bliss with him above, 
Who loved thee with an everlasting love, 

And wait the answer to thine only prayer 


Yet unfulfilled, — that we may meet thee there. 
January 26, 1826. 
—~— 


AN AGED PILGRIMS RETROSPECT. 


INTENDED TO BE PREFIXED TO AN ILLUSTRATED EDITION OF 
THE PILGRIM’S PROGRESS. 

A LiTTLe child, on life’s long pilgrimage, 

Delightful dreamer! I set out with thee; 

And thou hast borne my spirit company 

From youth to manhood, manhood to old age; 

Watching and warning me, from stage to stage, 

What guides to follow, what deceivers flee, 

And how to fight assured of victory, 

Though war against me men and demons wage. 

Yes, I have known, and felt, and suffered all, 

That tempts or thwarts the pilgrim on his way, 
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Have proved how bitter ’tis to go astray, 

How hard to climb, how perilous to fall ; 

Now halting, ere I tread “the Enchanted Ground,” 
I look behind, before me, and around. 


Yonder “the City of Destruction ” lies 

Beneath a cloud with fiery vengeance red ; 

“ The Palace Beautiful,” in purer skies, 

Lifts to mid-heaven its towered and bannered head ; 

But from the Valley * at its foot, arise, 

And that beyond,t with Death’s broad wings o’er- 
spread, 

Apollyon’s yells, and Christian’s doleful sighs, 

And groans of spirits lost, from Tophet’s bed : 

Through these I passed, encountered many a snare, 

Faced flames of martyrdom, where Faithful died, 

Yet on a pleasant “ Bye-Path,” lured aside 

Into the grasp I fell of Giant Despair, 

Who like a lion dragged me to his lair, 

Where, long and loud, for help in vain I cried. 


But, at the point to die, Hope found “the Key 
Of Promise,” at whose touch wide open sprung 
Bolts, bars, and portals, — out I flew, and sung, 
Like a caged sky-lark, suddenly set free : 

Now from the Shepherds’ Mountain-tops, I see 
The “flocks of Zion” feeding, old and young, 
And “ Zion’s City,” dim, yet overhung 


* Of “ Humiliation.” + Of ‘The Shadow of Death.” 
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With splendor unsupportable to me. 

Back to “the Cross,’ where first my peace was 
sealed, 

I turn mine eyes, — it darts a single ray, 

A clew of light, through all “the Narrow Way ;” 

Past, present, future, are at once revealed. 

Press on, my soul! what now thy course shall stay ? 

" No foe can conquer thee, unless thou yield. 


——9———— 


TO MISS HARRIET MONTGOMERY 


WITH .A. LITTLE VOLUME ENTITLED “ THE ADIEU.” 


Apirv! adieu !— what means adieu? 
My soul ‘to God’ commending you. 
Then ’tis the dearest, sweetest word, 
Love ever spoke or ever heard ; 

And tho’ but used when meetings cease, 
And friend from friend departs in peace ; 
That sweetest, dearest word would tell 
Not less for welcome than farewell. 
Wherefore, whene’er we meet or part, 
The salutation of my heart, 

Through life, in death, shall be for you, 
My brother’s child, adieu! adieu! 


And O! when partings are unknown, 
Once and for ever near the throne, 
Should you, at our Redeemer’s feet, 
My long departed spirit meet, 
- My greeting still shall be to you, 
In heaven itself, adieu! adieu! 
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ON LAYING THE FOUNDATION OF A CHURCH. 


Tuus saith the high and lofty One, 
Inhabiting eternity : 

“ Earth is my footstool, heaven my throne, 
What temple will ye build to me? ” 


Yet mortals, bound by time and space, 
May plead thy faithful promise, Lord, 
To bless and hallow every place 
Where they thy holy name record. 


Here then, where none hath stood before, 
To thee a house of prayer we build ; 
May it, till seasons change no more, 
Be with thy grace and glory filled. 


From age to age, the gospel here 
Its life, its health, its power impart, 
Be preached to every listening ear, 
And sown in every fruitful heart. 


_ So, in the heavenly church above, 
_ When saints their course on earth review, 
Thousands may tell, with joy and love, 
That here their souls were born anew.. 


s a a 


FRAGMENT OF A LIFE. 


I saw a mother and her child, — 
A spectacle of every day! 

As many a mother smiles, she smiled, 
He played as any child might play ; 
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Yet was her heart so full, she turned 
To him who owned a father’s nathe, 
And while her cheek, all rosy, burned, 
Cried, “May he never come to shame!” 
Her words were oracles, long years 
Have solved the riddle of her fears. 


I saw a cowering, listening boy, 
All eye and wonder at the tale 
Told by a beldame, while the joy 
Of terror flushed him red and pale: 
As in the tulip’s folded root, 
Are stem, leaf, bud, and blossom found, 
So youth and age, hope’s flowers and fruit, 
The man within the infant bound, 
Throbbed to break loose, but throbbed in vain, 
Till link by link time loosed the chain. 


I saw a group of schoolmates climb 
A roofless abbey’s mouldering walls ; * 
One stood alone, in trance sublime, 
O’er pillared aisles and sculptured halls, 
What were to him those old grey stones? 
Parents of feeling undefined ; 
As turning up the mighty bones 
Of warriors, fires the ploughman’s mind 


* This stanza doubtless refers to Kirkstall Abbey, which, as 
elsewhere mentioned, the boys sometimes visited, in company 
with their teachers, from Fulneck School. Tradition attribu- 
ted to it the scene of Southey’s ballad of ‘‘ Mary the Maid of 
the Inn.” 


OF POSTHUMOUS POEMS. 343 


With thoughts of battle-fields that make 
His heart new born for glory’s sake. 


I saw a youth amidst the tide 

Of city-life, that ever rolls, 

Wave urging wave, from side to side, 

A soul among a million souls: 

By none acknowledged, knowing none, 

Homeless and hopeless, yet a spark, 
The latest of a secret flame, 

He deeply cherished in the dark, 
Nameless, to leave a deathless name ; 
He slept and dreamed his dream anew, 
Years passed — he woke — and found it true! 

March, 1834. 


IN MEMORY OF MY DEAR FRIEND ANNE 
GALES. 


SHE went as calmly as at eve 

A cloud in sunset melts away, 

While blending lights and shadows weave 
The winding-sheet of dying day. 


No;—the day dies not; round the globe 
It holds its flight o’er land and main; 
Morn, noon, and evening are its robe, 
And solemn night its flowing train. 


So when to us she seemed to die, 
And left a shadow in her shroud, 
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*T was but the glory passing by, 
And darkness gathering round a cloud. 


We gazed upon the earthly prison 

From which the enfranchised soul had fled ; — 
‘She is not here, for she is risen ; 

Seek not the living with the dead.” 


Such words as angel lips conveyed, 
To Mary at the sepulchre 

Where she had seen her Saviour laid, 
Seemed for a moment true of her. 


For she had risen, and cast away 
The vestments which her spirit wore, 
“The linen clothes and napkin” lay, 
But she, but she, was there no more. 


Yes, she was risen; and whither flown, 
The mind of man might not conceive ; 

Yet that she stood before the throne, 
Faith, though it saw not, could believe. 


For, by no sophistry beguiled, 

She loved the gospel’s joyful sound, 
Received it as a little child, 

And in her heart its sweetness found. 


Farewell, a brief farewell, dear friend! 
Dear sister, we are following fast : 

O for endurance to the end, 
And home in heaven when toils are past! 


Ashes to ashes, dust to dust, 
We laid thee where thy fathers sleep ; 
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There, till the rising of the just, 
Watch o’er thy bed the stars shall keep. 


“ Good night!” once more;—when next we meet, 
May this our salutation be, 
“ Good morrow!” at the judgment seat, 
“Good morrow!” to eternity. 
The Mount, Feb. 24, 1838. 


a Qe 


TO THE REV. JOHN BLACKBURN ON THE 
DEATH OF HIS WIFE. 


Weep, for our Sayiour wept; —a man was he 
Of griefs and sorrows all his journey through, 

From Bethlehem’s crib to lone Gethsemane ; 
And as he did, his suffering saints may do; 

Since all the tears that innocently fall, 

He shed himself, and sanctified them all. 


Weep, for our Saviour wept ;—let tears of grief’ 
O’erflow the open fountains of your eyes ; 
An angel troubles thém, to bring relief, 
The streams grow héaling as the waters rise ; 
Soon the clear pool shall run itself to rest, 
And heaven be seen again within its breast. 


Weep tears of tenderness, when you retrace 
Days of delight, that flew on wings like doves ; 
Looks, tones, endearments, acts of simple grace, 
Most sweet, most precious to the heart that loves; 
Once mutable as clouds, — now fixed they dwell, 
Like stars, in memory’s sphere, unchangeable. 
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Weep tears of pity, when you clasp and kiss 
The dear, dear little ones she left behind ; 
Their mother then, though everywhere you miss, 
And most when them without er care you find ; 
Look, look again; in each ingenuous mien, 
From you unparted there, she still is seen. 


Weep tears of gratitude for mercies past, 

That made your earthly cup of bliss run o’er: 
They had their seasons — nothing here can last ; 
Yet higher, greater blessings are in store ; 
Even through the veil of death a glory shines, 

Which brightens as the day of life declines. 


Weep tears of joy, when at the hour of prayer 
Your family below, and those above, 

Are ever present with your thoughts, and share 
In turn the warm outpourings of your love : 

For these thanksgivings, and for those the lot 

Of them that are at rest; ah! then Wrrp Not. 


—¢— 


TO THE REV. PETER LATROBE ON THE 
DEATH OF HIS WIFE. 


ALL human love is love divine; 
For none will bear the sacred name 
Which is not kindled at the shrine 
Of heavenly love’s undying flame ; 
Still such on earth to thee is mine, 
Wife of my bosom! what is thine ? 


OF POSTHUMOUS POEMS. 347 


We love the living, when we trace 

The spirit looking from its throne ; 
The eye, —the glory of the face, 

And hear the heart in every tone, 
When voice with voice, and eye with eye, 
Hold converse, — question and reply. 


‘ 


We love the dead, when but a form 

Of that which moved and breathed is left, 
The wreck of life in that last storm 

Which us of our best part bereft ; 
How sad, sweet, strange, yet dear the sight 
Of the clay-lamp, when quenched the light ! 


Such once our fellowship hath been, 
Bereavement now is mine alone; 

The veil which death hath drawn between 
Us and the joys that we have known, 

To thee is glory, — but to me, 

*Tis darkness, silence, mystery. 


Yet through that glory, I believe 
Thy soul may look on things below, 
May hear me sigh and see me grieve ; 
Nay, touched with memory of woe, 
Once felt, but now for ever fled, 
May shed such tears as angels shed. 


Not tears of wormwood and of gall, 
But drops of sympathy, so pure, 

While on my wounded breast they fall, 
They soothe the pangs they cannot cure ; 
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With silent comfort from above, 
Descending in a shower of love. 


Methinks I feel them now distil, 
Like dews on my heart’s wilderness, 
With flowers of hope the void to fill, 
With fruits of joy the soil to bless; 
It must,.it must be so! we meet 
This moment in communion sweet. 


’T is gone! *t was but a lightning glance 
Into eternity, to show 

What now is thine inheritance, 

_ And shall be mine, when hence I go, 

If He, through whom by faith I stand, 

Uphold me still with his right hand. 


Lord Jesus Christ, whose love can bind 
Human affections into one; 

One heart, one soul, one hope, one mind ; 
May our past love be love begun, 

Continued, cherished, kept by thee 

Through time, life, death, eternity ! 


—_¢——- 


WOMAN’S LOT. (Unfinished.) 


THE world’s a wilderness of vice, 
No child was born in paradise ; , 
Adam had fallen to guilt and shame, 
Before he owned a Saviour’s name ; 
Cain in his father’s likeness grew, 
And his more righteous brother slew. 
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Thenceforth, through every range of life, 
The good and evil are at strife, 

And every Abel would be slain 

By some hereditary Cain ; 

While every Cain, at war with all 

And with himself, in turn must fall ; 
But God restrains the murderer’s blow, 
“Thus far, nor further shalt thou go!” 
Or ages since, by fratricide 

Or self destruction, all had died, 

And man, from earth’s polluted face, 
Cut off the entail of his race. 


Hence too, in every part. alive, 
The good and evil passions strive, 
And there, as in that ancient tale, 
Vice over virtue must prevail; 
But He, whose everlasting sway 
Time and eternity obey, 
O’er the dark region of the soul 
Exerts beneficent control, 
Nor lets the legion-fiend within 
Rule in security of sin. 
His light disturbs the darkness there, 
His spirit breathes empyreal air, 
His voice the storm to silence speaks, 
His touch the captive’s fetters breaks, 
The blind their Saviour’s presence greet, 
The dead come forth their Lord to meet. 


A mystery, from ages sealed, 
Truth to my secret ear revealed ; 
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Then hearken, — for ’tis truth I tell, 
Though shadowed forth in parable. 


Heaven’s host, in time’s perennial flight, 
The sun by day, the moon by night, 
The planets in their narrow bounds, 
The stars in their eternal rounds, 
Had measured on the ethereal sphere 
The circle of the first full year, 
And each bright habitant of space 
Re-occupied its starting-place, 
Whence, at the new creation’s birth, 
They looked upon the infant earth, 
And their benignest influence shed 
“‘O’er Eve and Adam’s nuptial bed: 
For joy the sons of morning sang, 
Eternity with rapture rang ; 
Fresh from his hand God’s creatures stood, 
He saw them, and pronounced them good. 


How did the second year begin? 
A child was born, was born in sin; 
The primal curse its victim found, 
Struck the first culprit to the ground, 
And wrung, from Eve’s unburthened womb, 
Life, — under sentence to the tomb. 
She, in her pangs of travail, thought 
That death, not life, to birth was brought, 
And shrunk and shrieked, while throes on throes 
Urged the glad crisis of her woes ; 
For, spent with agony, she lay 
As though her soul had passed away, 


OF POSTHUMOUS POEMS. oon 


Till the babe’s cry broke forth ;— ah ! then 
Her spirit darted home again, 

And when she saw a living boy, 

Forgot her anguish in the joy. 

None but a mother knows how sweet 
The moment when such contrasts meet ; 
When, in the first ecstatic kiss, 

Sorrow transforms itself to bliss, — 
Woman’s own bliss, — man knows it not, — 
To compensate her harder lot. 

“Lo! the fulfilment of his word, 

A man is given me of the Lord! 

My son, my son, art thou indeed 

Th’ Avenger? thou the woman’s seed 
Whose power the twofold foe must feel ? 
He, in the dark, may wound thy heel, 
But thou shalt turn again, and tread, 
Down to the dust the serpent’s head, 
And in his deepest den below 

The serpent’s master feel the blow. 

My son, my son, can such things be ? 

. Thy parents’ fall retrieved by thee? 

At Eden’s gate the flaming brand 

Drop from the watching cherub’s hand? 
The death-fruit-bearing tree, whose taste 
Laid all this fair creation waste, 
Perish, — and evil then unknown, 
Knowledge of good prevail alone ? 
‘Shall paradise, our seat erewhile, 

( Without a tempter to beguile, 
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And Satan in his dungeon bound, 

No more to desecrate the ground), 

Again become our happy home, 

Whence shall our children’s children roam ? 
The sun’s whole circuit, to possess 

And plant the sterile wilderness 

With trees of life, whose boughs shall shoot 
From east to west, whose sacred fruit 
Food to a faithful race shall give, 

That all may eat thereof and live? 

Oh! hasten then, Almighty Power, 

The year, the month, the day, the hour, 
When, in this infant, shall be seen 

All that his father might have been ; 

All that his mother’s heart conceives, 

Her hope presages, faith believes, 

Of man to innocence restored, 

And earth the garden of the Lord?” 


While Eve, to transport unconfined, 
Eye, ear, and utterance thus resigned, 
And in delirium of delight, 

Bent on her babe unsated sight, 

Adam, as in a trance, looked on; __ 
His joints were loosed, his color gone ; 
A cloud of thought his brow o’ercast 
With dark remembrance of the past, 
For he perceived what she had not, 
While he recalled — by her forgot — 
How, when the fatal fruit they proved, 
The elements themselves were moved ; 
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And through the frame of Nature ran 
Horror at the first crime of man: 
So, while this joy at home he viewed, 
The same dire portents were renewed. 
Even at the moment of Cain’s birth, 
The tremble of the conscious earth, 
Death’s shadow, passing through the air, 
The pale, faint lightning’s spectral glare, 
And muttering thunder heard to roll 
Less on the ear than through his soul ; 
Signs from without of wrath for sin, 
Which had their counterparts within, 
Remorse, amazement, terror dumb, 
And fear of judgment yet to come. 
Eve in that instant glanced her eye 
On his, absorpt in vacancy ; 
“ Adam!” she breathed in tone so mild, 
Then turned, and pointed to the child, 
As though’t were but a thought that crossed 
Her mind, an image seen and lost ; 
Yet to his eye, his ear, that sound, 
That look victorious, entrance found ; 
The withering spell that bound him broke, 
To her, himself, his babe, he woke, 
And the wild turmoil in his breast 
Grew all irradiate, like the west, 
When the clear sun, at close of day, 
Breaks through the thunder-clouds’ array, 
And round departing horror throws 
The rainbow’s beauty and repose. 

VOL. VY. 23 


304, 


: APPENDIX 


He caught the infant in his arms, 
Gazed on its miniature of charms, 
Nor e’er since Eve rose from his side, 
At once his offspring and his bride, 
Had sight so lovely met his eyes. 
When angel-guests in Paradise, 
Were wont at noon to seek his bower 
Or walk with him at twilight hour, 
Their shapes of heavenly mould he saw 
With transport not unmixed with awe ; 
But this first form of mortal birth, 
This weakest breathing thing on earth, 
With such strange power upon him stole, 
Like a new soul within his soul, 
His heart began to yearn and melt 
With tenderness before unfelt ; 
Ineffable delight upsprung 
Through all his frame, but failed his tongue, 
While the soft murmur of a kiss, 
Love’s dearest language, told his bliss, 
And tears, smiles, sighs, love’s tokens, shed 
A father’s blessing on its head ; 
Nor found affection utterance there, 
Till it flew up to heaven in prayer, 
And thence returning mercy fraught, 
Peace, hope, joy, gladness, with it brought ; 
As from heaven’s height, a speck at rest, 
The lark darts down upon his nest, 
And fluttering o’er it with spread wings, 
In low, sweet, broken warbles sings, 
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To cheer his mate and younglings, then 
Untiring soars aloft again. 


Adam the precious babe replaced 
In Eve’s glad arms, and both embraced, 
Exclaiming “ Blessed be the Lord ! 
My life is now a threefold cord ; 
From dust I rose, and stood alone, 
Eve sprang from me, and two were one; 
Behold! a greater mystery — 
A third from both, now twain are three, 
And three are one, sweet babe, in thee. 
Thus like the waves on ocean’s tide, 
Shall men on earth be multiplied; 
Thus from the fountain of my heart 
Streams of existence spring and part, 
Meet, mingle, deepen, swell, and spread, 
The living doubling o’er the dead. 
The dead! ah! me, that thought, that thought, 
What devastation sin hath wrought ! 
What the dire issues of my fall, 
Through one death passing upon all! 
Oh! God, the Seed, the Saviour give, 
That all who die in me, in him may live.” 


The cloud again his brow o’ercast, 
The bow was in it, and it passed ; 
The promise shone into his mind, — 
Eve wept, and Adam stood resigned. 

Ockbrook, May 10, 1838. 
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IN BEREAVEMENT. 


Lirt up thine eyes, afflicted soul! 
From earth lift up thine eyes ; 

Though dark the evening shadows roll, 
And daylight beauty dies, 

One sun is set, —a thousand more 
Their rounds of glory run, 

Where science leads thee to explore 
In every star a sun. 

Thus, when some long-loved eatin ends, 
And nature would despair, 

Faith to the heaven of heavens ascends, 
And meets ten thousand there ; 

First faint and small, then clear and bright, 
They gladden all the gloom, 

As stars that seem but points of light 
The rank of suns assume. 


SS 


TO THE PARNASSIA. 


FLOWER of the rugged peak, 

Hail to thine aspect meek ! 
Welcome to me thy saintly form, 
Emblem of innocence and truth, 
Of maidenhood and youth, 

— Bred on the mountain bleak, 
Rocked in thy cradle by the storm, 
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Thou, by the genial breath of Spring, 

When bees were on the wing, 

And larks began to sing, 

Wast called with them to leave thy wintry tomb, 
To gladden summer with thy snow-drop bloom, 
And Autumn’s quiet presence greet, 

With lovely grace, and homage meet. 

Where one sweet, sunny spot, 

With dark, damp shades encompassed round, 
A lone sequestered plot, 

A lucid interval of sky, 

That opened paradise on high, 

And brought down heaven upon the ground, 
Even like the place where Jacob slept, 
While watch above him journeying angels kept ; 
Though in the wilderness alone, 

He found the footstool of God’s throne, 

The earth his bed, his pillow stone. 

When heavenward there, but small and few, 
The daisy white, the harebell blue, 

Their delicate wild stragglers threw 

To variegate the sod 

On which I softly trod ; 

Then in the bosom of the clamb’ring-wood, 
Amid the fairy sisterhood, 

I paused to rest, to think, to breathe, 

Above, around, beneath 

Absorbed my senses, while my soul 

Diffused itself throughout the whole, 

And every stone, flower, plant, and tree, 
Became a part of me. 
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FOR A JUBILEE FESTIVAL OF THE RELIGIOUS 
TRACT SOCIETY. - 
Tue sunbeams, infinitely small, 
In numbers numberless, 
Reveal, pervade, illumine all 
Nature’s void wilderness. 


But, meeting worlds upon their way, 
Wrapt in primeval night, 

In language without sound, they say 
To each — “ God sends you light.” 


Anon, with beauty, life, and love, 
Those wandering planets glow, 

And shine themselves, as stars above, 
On gazers from below. 


Oh! could the first archangel’s eye, 
In everlasting space, | 
Through all the mazes of the sky, 
A single sunbeam trace! _ 


He might behold that lovely one, 
Its destiny fulfil, 

As punctual as the parent sun 
Performs its Maker’s will. 


The Sun of Righteousness, with rays 
Of uncreated light, 

His power and glory thus displays 
Through nature’s darkest night. 


Rays from that Sun of Righteousness, 
Our humble missiles dart ; 
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Mighty at once to wound and bless, 
To break and bind the heart. 


And could the first archangel’s sight 
The least of these pursue ; 

He might record, — In its brief flight 
Each had a work to do. 


—_o—. 


ON THE DEATH OF DR. OWEN. 1822. 


Go to the grave; though like a fallen tree, 
At once with verdure, flowers, and fruitage 
crowned, 
Thy form may perish, and thine honors be 
Lost in the mouldering bosom of the ground ; — 


Go to the grave, which, faithful to its trust, 
The germ of immortality shall keep ; 

While safe, as watched by cherubim, thy dust 
Shall, till the judgment-day, in Jesus sleep. 


Go to the grave, for there thy Saviour lay 
In death’s embraces, ere he rose on high ; 

And all the ransomed, by that narrow way, 
Pass to eternal life beyond the sky. 


Go to the grave ; — no, take thy seat above, 
Be thy pure spirit present with the Lord, . 
Where thou, for faith and hope, hast perfect love, 
And open vision for the written word. 


END. 
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